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®!>e  IBitle. 

Examples  of  virtue  cannot  be  too  often  brought  before 
the  public— but  more  particularly  in  a  dramatic  form, 
since  thousands  go  to  the  theatre  that  either  will  not,  or 
cannot,  read  ;  hence,  a  moral  stealing  upon  them  in  their 
amusements  is  their  only  chance  of  instruction  :  and,  in 
spite  of  all  objections  that  fanatics  may  raise,  instruction, 
from  whatever  source,  is  a  boon  to  the  multitude.  It  is 
not  by  degraded  pictures  of  human  nature  that  vice  is 
reproved  ;  the  mere  exhibition  of  crime,  with  its  long 
train  of  woes,  without  the  mitigation  of  the  gentler  pas¬ 
sions,  destroys  the  moral  it  would  teach  the  heait 
sickens  at  the  too  frequent  contemplation  of  its  own  de¬ 
formity — compunction  turns  to  recklessness  and  man, 
assuming  the  language  of  despair,  sinks  into  fatalism, 
and  asks  if  the  pains  of  the  present  be  not  sufficient, 
without  anticipating  the  penalties  of  the  future  ?  Virtuous 
example  is  at  once  a  source  of  delight  and  emulation  : 
we  desire  to  be  what  we  behold,  and  the  desire  is  half 
the  accomplishment.  It  is  equally  essential  to  know  the 
path  we  should  pursue,  as  the  evils  we  should  shun  ;  let 
us  select  the  bright  side  of  the  human  character  for  our 
study  and  imitation,  and  leave  the  reverse  of  the  picture 
to  sterner  moralists,  whom  “  Man  delights  not,”  and  to 
whom  “  this  brave  o’erhanging  firmament,  this  majestical 
roof,  fretted  with  golden  fire,  appears  no  other  thing 
than  a  foul  and  pestilent  congregation  of  vapours.” 

The  instructive  and  beautiful  novel  of  Elizabeth,  written 
by  Mad.  Cottin,  is  the  groundwork  of  “  The  Exile.” 
Thousands,  who  knew'  not  the  original,  have  wept  over 
the  drama  ;  and  tears,  shed  in  virtue’s  cause,  are  a  part  of 
virtue  Count  Ulric  has  been  unjustly  banished  to  Si- 
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beria — twelve  long  years  have  passed  in  hopeless  capti¬ 
vity,  and  death  seems  the  only  friend  that  can  set  the 
prisoner  free.  The  count  had  been  the  victim  of  court 
intrigue;  and,  convinced  of  his  innocence,  his  daughter, 
Alexina,  resolves,  poor,  friendless,  and  alone,  to  take  a 
journey  to  St.  Petersburg,  proclaim  her  father’s  wrongs, 
and  solicit,  in  person,  his  pardon  of  the  Empress  Catha¬ 
rine,  The  dangers  that  surround  the  enterprise  alarm 
her  mother ;  and  for  a  time  she  withholds  her  consent. 
But  tears  and  entreaties  at  last  prevail,  and,  accompanied 
by  a  faithful  servant,  the  virtuous  heroine  sets  forth  on 
her  mission.  Count  Ulric  had  a  friend,  the  noble  Ro¬ 
manoff,  whose  affection  for  Alexina  having  been  dis¬ 
covered  by  his  uncle,  the  Governor  of  Siberia,  a  hot¬ 
headed,  turbulent,  contradictory  old  gentleman,  he  is 
ordered  beyond  the  frontiers,  and  condemned  to  live  in 
solitude  and  poverty  until  his  union  with  the  daughter 
of  Lowenstein,  the  count’s  deadliest  foe,  is  duly  solem¬ 
nized.  In  the  meantime,  fresh  wrongs  and  indignities 
await  the  unhappy  exile.  Light-hearted,  and  full  of 
hope,  Alexina  pursues  her  toilsome  way,  without  shelter 
orrepose,  over  snow-topp’d  mountains  and  through  dark 
forests,  the  dread  silence  of  which  is  only  broken  by  the 
baying  of  the  wolf,  or  the  fierce  bandit’s  whistle.  Sud¬ 
denly  she  is  alarmed  by  the  appearance  of  Welzien,  an 
emissary  of  Lowenstein’s,  a  wretch  whose  proffered  suit 
she  had  rejected,  and  who,  in  revenge,  pursues  her  fa¬ 
mily  and  herself  with  unrelenting  hate.  He  intercepts 
her  progress,  and  reads  a  decree  of  the  Empress,  that  if 
she  seek  Romanoff,  her  life  is  forfeited.  She  denies  the 
imputation ;  declares  ’tis  her  father’s  pardon  alone  that 
she  seeks  ;  and  implores  him  in  pity  to  let  her  pass 
’Tis  in  vain  :  she  must  retrace  her  steps  back  to  Siberia. 
At  this  moment  of  disappointment  and  despair,  Daran, 
an  Indian  to  whose  custody  Count  Ulrick  bad  been  com¬ 
mitted  he  (Daran)  having  represented  himself  to  be  the 
exile  s  bitterest  foe— —stands  between  the  captor  and  his 
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victim.  To  Welzien  he  delivers  Yermack,  the  aged 
companion  of  Alexina’s  flight — and,  ordering  the  guards 
to  precede  him,  mysteriously  offers  protection  to  Alexina, 
relates  by  what  chance  he  o’ertook  her — and  bids  her 
lie  concealed  in  a  neighbouring  forest  till  he  returns 
with  the  faithful  Yermack.  This  is  overheard  by  Wel¬ 
zien,  who  commands  the  mariners  instantly  to  secure 
the  passage  to  the  river,  and  confine  the  parties  in  some 
place  of  safety,  to  await  the  punishment  due  to  their 
crimes.  As  the  mariners  advance  to  execute  this  office, 
Daran  suspends  their  fury  by  a  forcible  and  well-di¬ 
rected  appeal — he  proclaims  the  innocence  of  Alexina, 
and  the  holy  cause  in  which  she  is  engaged.  Their 
rugged  features  relax — their  stern  hearts  relent— -they 
conduct  Alexina  and  Yermack  into  the  boat,  and  the 
travellers  set  sail  onward  towards  St.  Petersburg. 

Half-famished,  and  broken  down  with  fatigue,  they 
reach  Moscow,  when  their  journey  is  providentially 
shortened  by  the  death  of  the  Empress  Catharine,  and  the 
arrival  and  coronation  of  the  young  Princess  Elizabeth 
in  that  once  far-famed  city.  Alexina  surmounts  every 
obstacle,  rushes  into  the  presence  of  the  new  empress, 
pleads  her  father's  cause  with  passionate  eloquence,  and 
obtains  his  pardon.  This  triumph  is,  however,  clouded 
by  the  machinations  of  Ulric’s  enemies;  and  a  sad  emer¬ 
gency  unites,  upon  certain  conditions,  Alexina  to  Daran. 
The  formal  pardon  arrives  at  the  very  moment  the  nup¬ 
tials  are  concluded  ;  and  the  unhappy  bride,  whose  sen¬ 
timents  towards  her  husband  are  those  of  gratitude,  not 
love ,  is  horror-struck  when,  in  violation  of  a  solemn 
engagement,  that  husband  is  announced  demanding  the 
sacrifice  of  her  tenderest  feelings  and  fondest  hopes. 
But  what  is  her  surprise  and  joy  when,  instead  of  the 
dusky  Indian,  she  beholds  Count  Romanoff ;  who,  dis¬ 
guised  as  Daran,  had  rescued  her  from  many  dangers, 
and  now  claims  her  as  his  wife.  The  sequel  is  a  couple 
of  marriages,  and  the  consequent  happiness  of  all  parties. 
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There  are  a  variety  of  comic  characters  and  incidents 
that  lighten  the  gloom  of  this  pathetic  tale:— The 
testy,  positive  old  governor,  and  his  niece,  Catharine,  a 
lively  satirical  young  lady,  whose  heart,  contrary  to 
her  uncle’s  command,  is  devoted  to  Count  Caimar,  a 
gallant  warbler  about  liberty,  Spain,  and  chivalry  ; 
Servitz,  the  count’s  plotting  valet,  who  sings  a  comic 
ditty  touching  the  piscatory  affair  of  “  young  Lobski 
and  the  Baron  Altradoff,  a  coxcombical  traveller,  author 
of  “  The  Fortnight  in  Africa with  views,  portraits, 
maps,  &c.  &c. — one  who  hears  and  sees  more  of  every 
country,  city,  and  town,  than  ever  did  the  oldest  inhabi¬ 
tant,  and  whose  quotations,  illustrations,  annotations, 
and  emendations,  contribute  as  liberally  to  the  waste- 
paper  trade  as  the  most  popular  of  his  competitors.  Like 
the  veteran  Sir  John  Carr, — 

“  Hist’ries  he  wrote,  and  etchings  he  could  draw 

*  Of  towns  and  cities  that  he  never  saw  ; 

And  travell’d  daily  o’er  much  foreign  land 

(More  wond’rous  still),  in  Bridge  Street  and  the  Strand.’* 

The  Baron  is  played  a  trick  by  Servitz,  gets  fast  locked  in 
a  large  ebony  case,  and  is  borne  off  to  the  governor’s 
vapour-room ;  from  which  had  he  not  miraculously 
escaped,  he  had  been  stewed  alive.  One  of  the  greatest 
attractions  in  this  opera  was  the  coronation  ;  which  dis¬ 
played,  with  gorgeous  pomp,  the  banners  of  Archangel, 
Astracand,  Kamschatka,  Tartary,  and  a  host  of  other 
outlandish  nations  and  provinces  not  dreamt  of  in  the 
geography  of  the  applauding  million.  The  music,  by 
Massinghi,  is  very  beautiful.  The  comic  portion  was 
particularly  effective.  “  The  Monkey  who  had  seen  the 
W orld ,”  “ Dancing  Governor  /”  Peeping  Traveller  /”  and 
“  Young  Lobski ,”  always  received  a  vehement  encore. 
The  noble  voice  of  Incledon  was  heard  to  great  advan¬ 
tage  in  the  fine  air,  “  In  Days  of  Yore,  on  Paira's  Plain,” 
to  which  the  circumstances  of  the  times  gave  additional 
interest.  It  is  surprising  how  this  generous  enthusiasm 


•  “  The  Modern  Dunciad.” 


REMARKS.  9 

is  past,  and  with  what  apathy  the  spirit-stirring  strains 
of  other  days  are  listened  to  by  modern  audiences. 

All  the  characters  were  effectively  played.  Munden 
(“  Graceful  Governor”)  and  Fawcett  (the  cunning  Ser- 
vitz)  were  then  in  their  meridian.  The  “  finished  Travel¬ 
ler”  was  whimsically  represented  by  Liston.  Time  has 
not  improved  the  dancing  of  this  still  irresistible  droll. 
His  early  capers  were  exquisitely  listless  and  grotesque. 
Pope,  in  Count  Ulrick,  was  sensible  and  dignified  ;  but 
all  the  tragic  interest  was  absorbed  by  Young,  whose 
calm  and  pathetic  representation  of  Daran  left  nothing  to 
desire.  His  tones ,  when  he  delivered  the  following 
speech,  are  not  to  be  forgotten  :  “  And  though,  by  colour, 
I’m  debarred  showing  how  I  blush  for  his  barbarity,  yet 
the  pure  tear  that  trickles  down  the  dusky  cheek  can 
beam  with  gratitude  as  bright  as  ever  Christian’s  beamed.” 

The  Exile  was  first  acted  by  the  Covent  Garden 
company,  while  they  were  at  the  Opera  House,  Novem¬ 
ber  10, 1808.  It  ranks  among  Mr.  Reynolds’s  most  popu¬ 
lar  pieces. 

D. - G. 


Costume. 


BARON  ALTRA DOFF.— White  jacket — vest  and 
trunks,  trimmed  with  pink  and  silver — white  silk  panta 
loous — Polish  cap  and  feathers — russet  shoes — rosettes 
— eye-glass. 

COUNT  CALMAR. — Light  blue  tunic,  trimmed  with 
silver,  roll  collar — white  vest — white  pantaloons,  trim¬ 
med  with  silver — Polish  cap,  trimmed  with  fur — russet 
hessian  boots — ruff — sword,  &c. 

COUNT  ULRIC. — Brown  tunic,  pantaloons,  and 
cap,  all  trimmed  with  dark  fur — russet  boots. 

ROMANOFF  (DARAN.) — First  dress :  Moorish  red 
fly — turban — white  trousers — shirt — red  morocco  boots 
— sash — cimeter.  Second  dress :  Splendid  green  hussar 
jacket  and  pelisse— white  pantaloons — russet  hessian 
boots — cap — sword. 

GOVERNOR. — Dark  green  long-skirted  military 
coat — white  breeches — long  black  boots — three-cornered 
hat — stock — cane — ruffles. 

SERVITZ. — Black  breeches  and  stockings — white 
vest — orange-coloured  jacket,  trimmed  with  fur — opera 
hat — shoes  and  buckles. 

YERMACE.  —  Gray  jacket — loose  breeches — long 
blue  hose — russet  shoes— staff — brown  cap — wallet. 

WELZIEN. — Huzzar  dress  and  cap — hessian  boots. 

IVAN  RIMSKI. — Dark  green  tunic,  trimmed  with 
fur — cap  and  pantaloons  to  match— russet  boots. 

PATRIARCH. — Patriarch’s  white  robes — white  beard 
— gold  band  for  the  head — golden  ornaments  thrown 
over  the  dress — robe. 
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ELIZABETH. — White  satin  and  pearl  dress — green 
velvet  robe,  trimmed  with  ermine  and  silver  — necklace 
of  diamonds — white  satin  shoes — splendid  crown. 

SEDONA. — Gray  cloth  dress — Polish  cap,  trimmed 
with  dark  fur. 

CATHARINE. — White  satin  dress,  trimmed  with 
white  fur — Polish  cap  to  match — necklace — white  satin 
shoes. 

ALEXIN  A. — Brown  cloth  dress — very  short  panta¬ 
loons,  rather  loose — boots,  laced  with  green — cap  to 
match  the  dress,  trimmed  with  dark  fur. 

FIRST  VILLAGER. — Gray  dress — blue  stockings — 
Polish  cap, 

SECOND  VILLAGER. — Dark  brown  dress — ibid. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  work  print  no  plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal 
observations  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

EXITS  and  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left ;  F.  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running 
across  the  back  of  the  Stage  ;  D.  F.  Doer  in  Flat ;  R.  D.  Right 
Door  ;  L.  D.  Left  Door  ;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance  ;  U.  E.  Upper 
Entrance  ;  C.  D.  Centre  Door. 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left ;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre  ; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre. 

R.  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

%*  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stag', jacingthe  Audience. 


<&ast  of  tfje  Characters, 

As  Performed  at  the  Theatres  Royal ,  London . 


4) 

0 

cts 

.  CO 
CO 

3 


a  *• 

w  <v  p  <a  • 

— ■*  bX)  <l>  ® 

P  Qh  c  Vm  ^ 

^  q  *- 

cc 


CO 

<u 


.  a 

.  cn  O 

—  U  03 

a?  B  P. 

o 


fa 

CC  —  **** 


05  £ 

.  0)  O  ~  a*  £  P  'fa  .^3 
h  h  C  h  h  ^  h  h  ^  ^ 


4)  Q  »' 
*i  2  O  Q« 

'M  V  g>H 

a-o  Ss 

3  3  [j'« 
tfl  k.  ajfl 

fa  £0  fa  fa 

•  •  tn  to 

£  »  ®  0} 


*$T 


a 

4) 

•o 

fa 

crs  • 

o  & 

■w  CO 

a  r"1 

01 

> 

© 

U 


«  a*  £ 

^  m  a  •  .  J3  os  2 
ocobDaoS'Sjj* 

‘SIS'E0?30^^?: 

gE  5  S  £  £  «s  s-m  § 

£  as  be  O  c3  aS  -a  O  cS  > 

S  fa  fa  i*  fa  fa  o  K  09  w 

fcl  l<  l.’  tl  ll  l,'  ll  h  ll 


|  gjgggg 


«o 

fa 

s: 


CO 

to 

s; 

Co 


c? 

p 


WD 

.5  ® 


o 

tfl 

.si 

^  a  >  o 
o3  .S  O  OJ 
fa^fafatE 

•  •  m  to  <5 

®  ®  to  m  to 

*-«  J-<  •»•*  .»-H 


a 

© 

13 

t- 

«J 

o 


~  S  5  o 

c 
0> 

> 
o 


a  a  *s 

a  •§  .  fci,-  a> 
°“ft3a^ 

°  nS  .a 


a 

Ctf 

B 

cv 


be 


•rt  -  w .  wi  a  .a  >5  2J 
(J  ,5  Ph  £  S  fa  fa  ^  t4  fa 


O  > 


•  _  ”  -  •  •  •  t  • 

.—.  fa  .*"^  .**  fa  fa  fa  fa  fa  fa 


° 

1  s 

2  s 

^  e 

8  ■*» 
©  8 

w  S 

<2  j=> 


8 

« 

s- 

•  o  . 

Q 

CO 

•  «  . 
^  8 
.1  £ 

beiS 

-si-S^o 

.g’BS 

V. 
© 
8 
S- 

<W 


8 

e 

» 

© 

ca 

e\ 

s 

<u 

s 

«o 

8 

a 

6 

♦ 

«o 

« 

3 

•s 

© 


C§ 


<u 

a 

o 

4-1 

.  03 

a*  03  S 

q  •  a  aa 
S  “  ®  o 

^35® 

•  •  •  * 
cn  to  cn  co 
fa  fa  fa.  ,^ 

sags 


N 


-ii 

oo 

©  a| 

8--°^ 
5  N  8 


3 

ai 

oo 

00 

fa 

I* 

b3 


-8 

v> 

V. 

e 


3  8  £  £  a 

©  ©  ©  S  ^  IsT  3 


«•£  2U 
8  8  -S  ^ 

•.-§!  85 

c^  fa>  ^  CfaJ 


-O 


Female  Villagers,  fyc. 


THE  EXILE. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  Desert,  covered  with  snow— a  Hut ,  r.  s 
e. — a  natural  Bridge,  from  r.  to  l. — Mountains. 

Enter  Sedona  and  Alex  in  a, /row  the  hut,  r.  s.  e. 

Ale.  (c.)  Nay,  nay,  last  night  you  listened  to  my 
suit ;  why  now  not  hear  me? 

Sed.  (r.  c.)  Alone  !  without  protection  !  without — dis¬ 
miss  the  thought,  I  charge  thee,  I  implore  thee  ! 

Ale.  I  cannot !  it  is  rooted  here,  and  so  deeply  that  I 
feel  as  if  I  had  imbibed  it  with  my  existence.  It  is  the 
first  that  I  ever  remember  ;  asleep,  awake,  it  has  for 
ever  haunted  and  pursued  me,  and  even  now  inspires 
me  with  courage  to  dread  neither  fatigue,  nor  poverty, 
nor  opposition,  nor  death  ! 

Sed.  Remember,  Alexina,  deserts,  forests,  mountains, 
almost  impassable,  a  climate  the  most  severe,  a  distance 
of  two  thousand  versts,  and,  worse  than  all,  to  beg  thy 
way — to  live  on  charity  !  To  beg  thy  way ! — No  more  ! 
no  more ! 

Ale.  Hear  me,  mother.  Since  the  dawn  of  reason 
first  flashed  upon  my  mind,  you  and  my  father  were  the 
sole  objects  of  my  thoughts— your  love  my  greatest  bless¬ 
ing,  your  happiness  my  greatest  wish.  He  is  an  exile; 
you  are  miserable.  Heaven  calls  me  to  your  relief,  and 
be  my  destiny  fulfilled  !  Let  me  instantly  set  forth  for 
Petersburg,  fall  at  the  feet  of  the  empress,  and  solicit 
pardon  for  my  father. 

Sed.  What,  though  your  mother  should  forbid  you, 
Alexina  ? 

Ale.  [ After  a  pause.]  No.  Can  that  enterprise  suc¬ 
ceed  which  meets  not  with  a  mother’s  full  concurrence  ? 

Sed.  Swear,  then,  you  will  not  hazard  the  attempt, 
unless  I  sanction  and  approve  it. 
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Ale.  I  do,  I  do!  But  think  eie  you  decide;  for  who 
but  me  will  vindicate  his  wrongs?  Where  are  the 
wretched  exile’s  friends  ? 

Sed.  Where? — Where,  indeed,  for  even  Romanoff  for¬ 
sakes  him. 

Ale.  No,  Romanoff  will  not  forsake  him  !  Rest,  rest 
assured  that  he  has  cause  for  his  mysterious  absence ; 
and  ’would  that  he  were  here  to  aid  me  in  my  suit !  In 
truth,  you  may  dismiss  all  fear  :  innured  from  infancy 
to  climb  yon  mountains’  snowy  tops,  and  brave  the  pelt¬ 
ing  of  the  wintry  storm,  I  can  defy  the  malice  of  the 
elements  ;  and,  for  my  young  and  inexperienced  mind, 
a  daughter  struggling  for  a  father’s  liberty  will  gain 
a  thousand  friends  ;  and  think  not  I  shall  be  alone, 
— Heaven,  Heaven  will  be  with  me,  mother  ! 

Sed.  (l.)  Forbear  ;  your  father  comes  ;  let  him  not 
guess  at  what  you  purpose  ;  for,  what  is  left  him  but 
his  Alexina  ? 

Music.*— Enter  Count  Ulrick,  r.,  on  the  bridge — he 
pauses,  and  writes  on  the  rock,  L.  c. 

Sed.  See,  be  is  scoring  on  the  rock  another  miserable 
year. 

Ale.  (l.  c.)  He  is;  and  never  shall  his  toilsome  task 
be  o’er,  unless— [Music.— Sedona  supplicates.']— Well, 
well,  I  am  silent. 

Ulr.  Look  there,  my  countrymen  !  behold  a  lesson  for 
ambitious  minds  S  Read  !  read  that  Ulrick,  who  so  oft 
has  bled  and  conquered  in  his  country’s  cause,  languished 
in  banishment  twelve  tedious  years ;  and,  though  once 
idolized  by  hosts  of  friends,  though  doomed  unheard, 
and  exiled  without  trial,  yet  found  not  one  to  save  him. 

Ale.  [Aside  to  Sedona. J  Not  one  !  Mark  that. 

Ulr.  [ Descending  the  bridge,  l.]  But  I  well  know  my 
crime, — well  know  that  Lavenstien  could  bear  no  rival 
near  the  throne  ;  and,  lest  my  laurels  overshadow  his, 
he  fabricated  specious  tales— talked  of  conspiracy  and 
and  dark  rebellion  ;  and  I,  the  victor  of  the  foreign  foe, 
became  the  victim  of  domestic  art— was,  traitor  like, 
borne  captive  from  my  home,  and  you,  Sedona,  and  you, 
dear  loved  image,  [ Crossing  to  c.]  forbade  to  follow  and 
console  me. 

Sed.  But  I  despised  their  threat. 

Ulr.  \  ou  did  ;  but,  had  they  robbed  thee  of  thy  life. 
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Sedona,  what  emperor,  what  empire  could  have  repaired 
that  loss  ?  [ Crossing  to  l. 

Ale.  None,  none,  my  father  !  and,  therefore,  on  my 
knees,  I  do  entreat -  [ Ulrick  becomes  faint. 

Sed.  (c.)  Peace,  I  command  you,  Alexina!  for  see, 
[Pointing  to  Ulrick.']  already  he  has  become  exhausted, 
his  strength  yields  to  the  conflict.  [Ci’os.siwg-  to  him ,  I.. 

Ulr.  Age  has  done  much,  affliction  much,  much  more. 
In  and  rest.  [ Crossing  to  r.]  No  news  of  Romanoff? 

Sed.  None. 

Ulr.  He,  too,  deserts  me  !  All,  all  forsake  me  ! — No, 
no,  not  all  ;  still  you  are  not  gone,  and  still  I  boast — 
what  makes  all  other  trifles  sink  to  nothing — still  I  am 
Sedona’s  husband,  Alexina’s  father  ! 

[Exit  into  the  hut,  r.  s.  e.,  Sedona  following. 

Ale.  [Detaining  Sedona.]  Can  you  view  this,  and  not 
recall  those  times  when  Roman  matrons  bade  their  chil¬ 
dren  die,  ere  live  in  bondage  and  subjection? 

Sed.  I  am  no  heroine.  My  sole  ambition  is  domestic 
peace. 

Enter  Yermack,  hastily,  l. 

Yer.  Where  is  my  master  ?  Where  is  Count  Ulrick  ? 

Sed.  [Crossing  to  him.]  Why,  how  now,  good  old 
Yermack  ?  Thy  looks  bespeak  tidings  most  awful. 

Ale.  [With  great  emotion.]  You  have  heard  of  Ro¬ 
manoff'? 

Yer.  I  have  ;  his  uncle,  governor  of  this  vast  province, 
suspecting  that  his  visits  here  proceeded  less  from  friend¬ 
ship  to  my  master  than  from  a  cause  more  tender,  [Look¬ 
ing  at  Alexina.]  three  months  ago,  ordered  him  sud¬ 
denly  beyond  the  frontiers  ;  and  worse,  still  worse,  there 
bade  him  live  in  poverty  and  solitude,  till  she  he  was 
betrothed  to  called  him  husband. 

Ale.  Betrothed  !  Romanoff  betrothed  ! 

Yer.  Ay,  to  the  daughter  of  Count  Lowerstein. 

Sed.  The  daughter  of  our  deadliest  foe  !  Heavens  ! 
this  may  lead - 

Yer.  It  may,  and  will ;  for  the  proud  governor  but 
waits  for  orders  from  Prince  Lowenstien  to  load  my 
master  with  more  weight  of  tyranny. 

Ale.  Now,  mother,  can  you  pause  ?  Speak,  plead  for 
me,  good  Yermack  !  You  know  what  I  intend, — you 
know,  for  years  my  father’s  liberty  has  been  rny  theme  ; 
and,  be  the  distance  and  the  danger  doubled,  am  I  to  stay 

b  2 


TKE  EXILE. 


1 6 


[act  I. 


and  calmly  see  him  perish,  or  witness  the  proud  hour 
wheD,  falling  at  his  feet,  I  exclaim,  “  Freedom  is  your’s, 
and  Alexina  gives  it?” 

Sed.  We  ne’er  yet  parted  for  a  day.  [ Taking  her  hand.'] 
Besides,  the  Empress  will  refuse  thy  suit. 

Ale.  She  cannot ! 

Sed.  Poor,  friendless,  and  alone - 

Yer.  No,  not  alone;  let  me  go  with  her,  madam. 
Though  my  outside  be  old,  I’m  stout  within  ;  and  I’ll 
walk  barefoot  through  the  world,  and  think  each  pang 
that  wrung  my  aged  feet  a  shoot  of  rapture  in  my  soul, 
ere  such  a  daughter  should  go  unprotected. 

[ Crossing  to  Alexina. 

Ale.  My  blessing  on  thee  ! 

Sed.  We’ll  talk  again  at  night.  Your  father,  you 
are  well  aware, — your  father  must  be  now  attended. 

[Exit  Sedona  into  the  hut ,  r.  s.  e. 

Ale.  We  will;  we’ll  talk  again  at  night.  Be  quite 
prepared,  good  Yermack  ;  we’ll  pass  yon  mountain  by 
to-morrow’s  dawn.  I’m  coming,  mother.  Don’t  forget, 
Yermack — to-night — for  every  moment  is  an  age,  till  I 
set  forward  on  my  enterprise. 

[Music. — Exeunt,  Alexina  into  the  hut,  r.s.e.,  Yermack,  l. 


SCENE  II. — A  Rocky  Country,  covered  with  Snow — the 
City  of  Tobolsk  in  the  distance. 


Enter  Count  Calmar,  l. 

Cal.  Unhappy  land !  where’er  I  turn,  I  sicken  at  the 
sight  of  some  poor  victim, — some  devoted  exile  !  Oh, 
’tis  scenes  like  these  make  one  sigh  for  absolute  autho¬ 
rity  ;  for  who  would  tyrannize  that  had  the  power  to 
spare. 

SONG. — Count  Calmar. 

How  often  will  proud  memory  trace 
When  I,  the  last  of  Calmar’s  race, 

Inheriting  my  native  land, 

Beheld,  enslaved,  a  hapless  band  ; 

Who,  slow  and  sullen,  bent  the  stubborn  knee, 

And  sigh’d  for  Heaven’s  best  boon,  dear  liberty. 

“  Oppression’s  sons,”  I  cried,  “  you’re  free  ! 

I  come  to  give  you  liberty  !” 

Awhile  amazed, ’tween  hope  and  fear, 

Dubious  the  silent  crowd  appear ; 
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The  shouts  of  joy  proclaim  il  We’re  free !  we’re  free  !” 
Hail,  sweetest  boon  of  Heaven,  hail  liberty  ! 

Thus  freedom,  with  heroic  fire, 

Can  e’en  degenerate  minds  inspire  ; 

Science  her  glorious  call  attends, — 

Valour  her  daring  plan  defends. 

Freedom  by  force  o’erthrown  can  never  be, — 

Hail,  sweetest  boon  of  Heaven,  hail  liberty  ! 

But  I  delay.  [Going-,  looking  off,  l.]  As  I  live,  my  old 
servant  who  left  me  at  Petersburg ;  that  arch  cunning 
fellow,  Servitz. 

Enter  Servitz,  l. 

Cal.  Why,  sirrah  ! 

Ser.  Count  Calmar,  my  late  master,  here— at  the  world’s 
end,  as  we  call  it !  My  dear  sir,  can  I  be  of  any  service 
to  you  ? 

Count.  You! 

Ser.  Ahem!  [Strutting.  J  We  are  not  what  we  were  : 
two  years  ago  I  arrived  here  in  Siberia,  as  valet  to  a 
noble  exile  ;  who,  dying  during  his  journey,  left  us  two 
hundred  rubles  to  pay  our  wav  to  Petersburg.  But, 
thinks  I,  friend  Servitz,  such  a  long  and  dangerous 
journey  may  swrallow  both  you  and  your  roubles,  and, 
Siberia  being  a  remarkably  cheap  country - 

Cal.  A  cheap  country  ! 

Ser.  Very  :  provisions  cost  nothing  here,  for  often 
you  can’t  get  any  ;  and,  if  you  do,  you  can’t  get  an  ap¬ 
petite  to  eat  them.  So,  thinks  I,  I’ll  stay,  and  speculate 
at  Tobolsk.  And  what  line  do  you  suppose  I  started 
in  ? — the  civil  line. 

Cal.  The  civil  line  !  What,  the  law  ? 

Ser.  No  ;  that  would  not  be  the  civil  line.  I  mean 
the  coaxing,  the  obiiging— you  understand  ;  called  my¬ 
self  a  gentleman,  and  laid  out  for  the  governor,— loaded 
him  with  compliments,  loaded  him  with  presents,  and 
gave  a  grand  entertainment  on  his  birth-day  ;  that,  look 
[Showing  empty  pockets .J  I'm  reduced  to  my  last  rouble. 
But  I  am  not;  afraid  :  two  or  three  little  appointments 
are  now  vacant  j  one  of  them,  household  apothecaiy 

Cal.  Apothecary  !  why,  zounds  !  have  you  the  impu¬ 
dence — you  are  no  more  qualified - 

Ser.  Very  likely  ;  but  I  can  do  like  my  betters,  keep 
that  situation  till  another  drops  more  suited  to  my  talents. 
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And  so,  since  I  see  no  chance  of  obliging  you,  good  day, 
sir.  [ Crossing  to  r.]  And,  if  I  should  get  this  appoint¬ 
ment,  at  any  rate  I  shall  do  better  than  the  late  apothe¬ 
cary  :  he  paid  constant  attention  to  his  patients,  I’ll  pay 
none  to  mine. 

Cal.  Stay, — you  can  oblige  me  ;  and  perhaps  I  can 
oblige  you  more  thau  this  same  governor.  My  brother, 
the  Duke  of  Courland,  has  immense  patronage  ;  and  if, 
by  your  exertion  or  your  influence,  I  could  procure  one 
interview  with  the  fair  Catharine - 

Ser .  What,  with  the  Governor’s  niece? 

Cal.  The  same.  I  met  her  last  spring,  at  her  aunt’s, 
at  Moscow,  and,  for  a  time,  my  visits  were  allowed  ;  but 
suddenly  her  uncle  called  her  to  Siberia,  and  parted  us 
for  ever. 

Ser.  Part  her  from  the  brother  of  the  Duke  of  Cour¬ 
land  !  No — for  her  sake,  I’ll  secure  an  interview.  I 
know  her,  and  she  knows  me. — Yet,  stop  :  does  the 
Governor  know  your  person? 

Cal.  No. 

Ser.  Enough!  I’ll  lay  you  and  all  your  noble  house 
under  obligation  ;  and,  in  return,  when  you  wish  to 
oblige  me,  do  it  in  a  country  where  I  can  see  and  feel ; 
for  here,  between  cold  and  darkness,  we  know  nothing 
of  those  glorious  senses.  [Exit  Count  Calmar ,  l. 


SONG. — Servitz. 

A  youth  took  a  wife, 

For  joy,  or  for  strife  ; 

To  his  snug  little  hut  she  was  carried  ; 

They  sung  the  nuptial  song, 

The  night  was  three  months  long, — 
Wasn’t  that  a  fine  night  to  be  married  ? 
From  this  three  months’  stew 
A  strong  hatred  their  grew, 

VV  hich  completely  his  passion  did  smother  ; 
So  this  young  Russian  spark 
Crawled  out  in  the  dark, 

And,  mistaking,  crawled  home  to  another. 
The  wife,  full  of  spite, 

Got  her  tongue  in  good  plight, 

To  make  a  most  terrible  splutter; 

But  her  voice  it  was  lost, 

For  so  sharp  was  the  frost, 

That  the  devil  a  word  could  she  utter 
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As  no  sound  she  could  heave, 

Hubby  laugh’d  in  his  sleeve, 

And  pointed  at  spouse’s  lock-jaw  ; 

When  a  wind,  south  by  west, 

Put  an  end  to  the  jest, 

By  producing  a  horrible  thaw.  [Exit,  R. 

SCENE  III. —  A  splendid  Apartment  in  the  Governor's 

House. 

Enter  the  Governor  and  Catharine,  l. 

Cat.  Nay,  uncle,  I  only  ask  you  to  recall  my  brother 
Romanoff,  and  give  up  this  marriage  with  Prince  Lowen- 
stein’s  daughter,  and  my  marriage  with  Prince  Lowen- 
stein’s  nephew,  that’s  all.  And  now  don’t,  pray  don’t, 
get  into  one  of  your  violent  passions,  uncle. 

Gov.  That’s  all.  [ Catharine  nods  assent .]  Very  well. 
Then  I  ask,  did  1  ever  pledge  myself  to  do  a  thing  that 
I  didn’t  see  that  thing  done? — Didn’t  I  say  I  would  be 
made  Governor  of  Siberia?  and  I  was  made  governor — 
and  why  ?  because  I  was  so  active,  positive,  and  clamo¬ 
rous,  that  they  fairly  said,  “  Stop  that  old  Romanoff’s 
mouth,  or  nothing  can  go  forward  and  there  it  is,  mild 
quiet  people  are  never  thought  of, — the  noisy  ones  carry 
all  their  points,  and  matrimony  being  the  right  school, 
curse  me  if  I  won’t  see  you  and  your  brother  provided 
for  ! 

Cat.  Nay,  but  consider,  sir,  my  heart  is  not  my  own. 

Gov.  No,  ’tis  mine;  and  if  I  am  contradicted,  you 
know  to  what  a  pitch  of  passion  I  can  work  myself; 
you  know  I  am  not  one  of  those  tame  family  fools  who 
submit  to  anything  for  the  sake  of  peace  and  quiet— no, 
1  avow'  my  love  of  noise  and  uproar,  and  in  this  house 
what’s  the  consequence? — Why,  nobody  dare  make  a 
noise  but  myself.  So,  I  have  said  it — no  Count  Calmar 
— your  heart  is  Baron  Altradoff’s. 

Cat.  But  suppose  I  should  resolve  to  live  single, 
uncle. 

Gov.  Single !  that’s  excellent !  when  a  certain  curi¬ 
ous  old  aunt  at  Moscow  bequeathed  to  my  care  a  certain 
curious  old  ebony  case,  and  directed  it  not  to  be  opened 
till  the  day  you  w’ere  married— mark  that,  till  the  day 
you  were  married  !  Some  say  it  contains  paintings  of 
enormous  value  ;  others,  a  statue  of  solid  gold  ;  others, 
pearls,  emeralds,  diamonds— zounds  !  I  wonder  what 
cau  he  in  it. 
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Cat.  And  so  do  I  ;  and  I  wonder  when  it  will  arrive 
from  Moscow.  When  do  you  expect  it,  uncle?  to-day, 
to-morrow  ? 

Gov.  There!  and  yet  she  talks  of  living  single— oh, 
happy  Baron  Altradoff!  curiosity  will  insure  thy  suc¬ 
cess.  [Crosses  to  l.]  And  see,  here  is  the  long-looked 
for  come  at  last. 

Enter  Baron  Altradoff,  l. 

Gov .  Welcome,  thou  greatest  of  all  travellers  !  thou 
first  of  all  poets,  painters,  musicians — Catharine,  your 
intended  husband.  [ Aside  to  Catharine .]  Speak  to  him, 
or,  by  all  that’s  furious - 

Cat.  [Embarrassed. J  Sir,  I  understand  that — [ The 
Governor  frowns.]  you  are  fond  of  travelling,  that  you 
like  to  see  the  world,  sir  ? 

Alt.  [Crossing  to  c.]  I  do,  madam  ;  and  the  world 
likes  to  see  me,  and,  as  a  proof  I’m  worth  seeing,  allow 
me  to  present  you  with  this  fine  pocket  edition  of  my 
last  tour — “  My  Fortnight  in  Africa,”  views,  portraits, 
maps,  fac-similes,  and  so  on,  all  by  the  same  original 
hand,  and  what’s  more  original,  the  oldest  inhabitants 
acknowledge  that  I  saw  many  wonderful  curiosities 
which  they  themselves  never  heard  of. 

Gov.  No  doubt:  and  there’s  liberality,  Catharine! 
Think  of  the  baron  making  this  public. 

Alt.  We  all  do  it;  travellers  now-a-days  keep,  no¬ 
thing  to  themselves,  particularly  your  English  traveller: 
if  he  only  takes  a  trip  to  a  bathing-place,  out  comes  a 
quarto  of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field,  and  very 
properly  with  a  large  head  of  the  author  for  there’s 
very  little  head  in  any  other  part  of  it. 

Gov.  A  whole  quarto  !  pooh  !  impossible  ! 

Alt.  Not  at  all :  call  to  mind  not  only  the  quotations, 
illustrations,  annotations,  and  emeudations,  but  that 
every  chapter  is  preambled  by  this  sort  of  chapter — 
[Reads  from  a  book.]  “  African  character,  fire  at  Morocco , 
Pope's  toe,  fool's  cap,  Charles  the  Twelfth,  Matilda's  bury- 
ing-ground,  Baron  Munchausen,  book-making ” - 

Cat.  [ Interrupting  him.]  Ha,  ha,  ha !  why,  uncle, 
you  are  joking  ! — This  my  husband  !  ridiculous  !  and  as 
to  his  being  original,  listen — 
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SONG. — Catharine. 

Once  upon  a  time  a  pert  young  ape 
To  travel  did  determine  ; 

No  more  he’d  hide  his  make  and  shape 
’Mongst  brutes  and  such  low  vermin. 

Modern  air, 

High-bred  stare, 

Lolling,  sighing, 

Yawning,  spying, 

With  clothes  well  made,  and  hair  well  curl’d, 

The  monkey  went  to  see  the  world. 

Fa,  la,  la,  la. 

The  monkey,  &c. 

Awhile  at  Paris  ladies  glanc’d, 

And  Pug  would  yield  to  no  man  ; 

And  still  as  modern  beaux  had  pranc’d, 

But  for  a  sly  old  showman. 

High  bred  stare 
At  a  fair, 

Caged  and  sighing, 

Others  spying — 

Behold  through  bars  from  conquest  hurl’d, 

The  monkey  who  had  seen  the  world.  [Exit,  R. 

Gov.  Vastly  well ;  but  I— I  am  the  governor. 

Daran.  [  Without ,  L.]  Where,  where  is  Baron  Altra- 
doff? 

Gov.  Why,  how  now  ?  who’s  this  ? 

Alt.  [ Spying .]  That,  that’s  my  brave  Indian,  whom  I 
hired  at  St.  Petersburg,  and  brought  as  a  sort  of  guard 
on  my  journey.  The  fellow  is  by  nature  most  ferocious, 
but  is  to  me  so  grateful  for  my  praises  on  his  country¬ 
men,  that  in  my  fourth  or  fifth  edition,  I  perhaps  may 
find  a  niche  for  him. 

Enter  Daran,  with  a  small  red  box,  l. 

Dar.  My  lord,  Prince  Lowenstein’s  despatches  for 
the  governor.  [Gives  a  box  to  the  Baron,  who  opens  it. 

Alt.  Very  true  ;  here  is  a  welcome  packet  from  uncle 
relative  to -  [Taking  out  a  letter. 

Gov.  [Hastily  taking  the  letter  from  him.  J  Relative  to 
that  reprobate,  RomanotF,  I  know.  I  am  all  impatience 
— nowfor’t.  [Reads.]  “  /  approve  of  your  sending  Ro?na- 
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noff  to  the  frontier,  and  further  to  divide  him  from  liis 
Alexina,  and  thus  to  secure  his  marriage  with  the  princess, 
inform  Count  Utricle,  if  hy  any  means  he  or  his  daughter 
meet,  or  correspond ,  or  otherwise  decoy  your  daughter  into 
marriage ,  death  is  their  mutual  punishment,  and  this  by 
the  order  of  the  Empress By  order  of  the  Empress  !  wel¬ 
come,  indeed!  And  you,  [To  Daran.]  the  bearer  of 
such  glorious  tidings,  thus  I  reward  you. 

[Taking  out  a  purse. 

Dar.  Sir,  if  reward  be  due,  not  gold,  not  rank — no,  nor 
e’en  liberty  I  covet — one  ruling  passion  burns  within 
this  breast,  and  that  you  have  the  power  to  gratify — 
hate,  lasting  hate. 

Gov.  Hatred  for  whom  ? 

Dar.  Th is  Ulrick,  this  proud  traitor  !  and  let  others 
gloat  on  the  fond  smiles  of  those  they  love — my  trans¬ 
port  is  the  tears  of  him  I  hate.  In  Daran,  Ulrick  has 
no  common  foe. 

Gov.  So  I  perceive — why  hate  Ulrick  ? 

Dar.  That  secret  shall  die  with  me — it  is  enough  to 
know,  I  sigh  to  see,  to  watch,  to  have  him  in  my  power 
and  therefore,  sir,  [To  Altradoff.]  your  promise  made  to 
me  at  St.  Petersburg — now,  now  fulfil  it. 

Alt.  Oh,  true  ;  1  promised,  on  his  escorting  me  safe  to 
Siberia,  that  you  would  perhaps  appoint  him- - 

Dar.  Guard,  guard  over  Ulrick— I’ll  answer  for  con¬ 
trolling  him.  [With  eagerness. 

Gov.  And  his  daughter  ? 

Dar.  Ay,  and  his  daughter — I’ll  answer  for  her 

safety. 

Gov.  [To  Altradoff.]  I  like  him;  he’s  a  fine,  lively, 
boisterous  fellow  ;  I’ll  trust  him,  but  not  alone.  With¬ 
out,  there  !  a  chosen  officer  shall  keep  him  company. 

Enter  Welzien,  l. 

Gov.  Welzien,  I  have  business  with  the  exile,  Ulric — 
see  that  this  guard  conduct  him  to  my  presence — yet, 
stay— prepare  him  for  the  Empress’s  order.  [To  Daran.] 
And  having  menaced  him  by  words  and  looks,  add  that 
you  shall  ever  be  near  him. 

Dar.  What!  ever  near  Ulric! — Lead  on — away! — 
Oh,  joy  !  joy  past  utterance  ! 

[Rushes  out,  L.,  followed  by  Welzien. 

Gov.  He  11  do,  and  you’ll  do,  and  both  my  marriages 
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will  take  place,  and  that  being  settled — now  to  dinner, 
Baron. 

Enter  two  Peasants,  r.,  who  bow  and  exeunt. 

Gov.  We  are  coming  ;  and  if  Catharine  dare  again  to 
smile  on  you  or  your  works - 

Alt.  She  will— the  women  will  smile  upon  me  ;  and 
in  the  words  of  my  own  original  song  here,  [Producing 
it.]  which,  with  your  leave,  I’ll  instantly  set  to  music, 
and  sing  after  dinner — I  will — this  is  the  score — [ Point¬ 
ing  to  a  paper.]  and  here’s  a  head,  and  if  it  were  my 
African  tour,  I  could  compose  it  in  five  minutes  as  well 
as  in  five  years. 

Gov.  Write,  sing,  and  compose  ! — Come  along — be¬ 
tween  him  and  marriage,  I  think  I  am  sure  of  a  fine 
merry  discordant  life — come  along. 

Alt.  It  comes  !  the  inspiration  comes  ! 


SONG — Baron  Altradoff. 

Lovely  Catharine,  don’t  despair, 

“  Piano.” — [ Speaking  and  writing  on  the  score. 
Tis  my  duty, 

Bless’d  with  beauty, 

“  Dolce ” — To  have  pity  on  the  fair. 

“  Doloroso.” — Since  my  wooing, 

I  your  undoing, 

I’ll  have  pity — oh,  I’ll  spare. 

“  Adagio”—  Pity,  spare— 

“  Agitato.”— Oh,  I’ll  spare. 

“  Presto.” — But  if  any  scorn  to  sigh, 

Pausing,  doubting, 

Scoffing,  pouting, 

“  Allegretto,” — And  from  loved  Adonis  fly. 

“  Spintuoso.” — Heaven’s  own  ire, 

Revenge  and  lire ; 

“  Forte.”— Cupid,  Cymon, 

Venus,  Hymen, 

All  shall  suffer,  low  and  high. 

«  Fortissimo.” — High  and  low, 

Low — 

High — 

High- 
Low — 
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“  De  capo'* — Cupid,  Cymon — 

Ire — 

Fire — 

All  shall  suffer,  low  and  high.  [ Exeunt ,  r, 

SCENE  IV. — Same  as  Scene  I. — Moonlight. 

Enter  Yermac,  with  a  knapsack,  L. 

Yer.  (l.)  So,  my  young  mistress  is  obeyed— all  is  in 
readiness— and  with  her  I  exclam,  “  Oh,  were  to-mor¬ 
row  come,”  for  the  bright  thought  of  gaining  my  loved 
master’s  liberty  so  warms  and  animates  my  age-worn 
frame,  that  youthful  ardour  still  burns  high  within  me. 

Enter  Alexin  a,  from  the  hut,  r.  s.  e.,  with  a  small  basket 

and  knapsack. 

Ale.  (c.)  Yermac,  take  this,  and  hush!  no  noise — 
they  may  awake. 

Yer.  Awake  ! 

Ale.  Peace,  and  observe!  my  father,  when  we  en¬ 
tered  his  apartment,  lay  stretched  upon  his  nightly  couch 
of  grief ;  tears  were  in  torrents  gushing  down  his  cheeks, 
and  in  heart-piercing  hollow  tones  he  cried,  “  Is  there 
no  hope  of  pardon  ?  will  none  assist  the  poor  dying 

Ulric  ?  —Who  can  assist  him  ?  I  replied,  the  Empress _ 

“  Alexina,  my  wrongs  once  known,  the  Empress  would 
redress  them  !  —My  mother’s  eye  met  mine — I  pressed 
her  to  my  heart,  and  murmured  in  her  ear  “  to-morrow, 
oh,  to-morrow  !”  She  trembled,  struggled,  and  at  length 
complied  ;  and  now,  .while  sleep  wraps  both  in  deep  ob¬ 
livion,  let  us  set  forth,  good  Yermack  ;  for  though  I  boast 
that  filial  love  shall  vanquish  every  danger,  yet  now  I 
feel  it  robs  me  of  all  power — [Weeping.']  I  can’t,  I  can’t 
support  the  parting  with  my  mother. 

Yer.  Nor  need  you,  madam :  no,  for  the  sake  of  both, 
lose  not  a  moment— come,  all  is  in  readiness,  and  this 
way  lies  our  road.  [Pointing-  to  the  bridge. 

Ale.  I  know  ;  but  there— [Pointing  to  the  hut.]  nay, 
tnink  not  I  retract — think  not  one  moment  I  repent  the 
enterprise  ;  but  still  I’m  near  them — still  I  can  behold 
what,  m  a  few  short  hours,  I  might  in  vain  give  worlds 
to  look  at.  Yermac,  I’ll  not  disturb  them. 

v  r  ~  .  [Going  hastily  towards  the  door. 

Ter.  [Stopping  her.]  Nay,  I  beseech  you— now,  or 
nc  v  er. 
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Ale.  [ Pausing  and  struggling .]  Well,  lead  on;  first, 
we  have  to  cross  those  plains — I  have  studied  well  each 
turning  of  our  road.  Come,  I’m  quite  cheerful,  Yermac 
quite.  [ Turning  by  degrees ,  and  looking  towards  the  hut.] 
Oh,  should  we  never  meet  again  !  [ Falls  on  her  knees,] 
Heaven  protect  them  !  guard  them  from  danger,  tyranny, 
and  want ! 

i  Enter  Sedona  cautiously  from  the  hut,  unseen  by  Alexina 
—she  stops  and  looks  at  her. 

Ale.  And  grant  that,  should  I  fail  in  what  I  purpose, 
I  may  have  this  reward,  to  find  them  living,  to  receive 
their  smiles,  and,  by  dividing,  lessen  all  their  sorrows — 
i  your  arm.  [She  holds  out  her  arm,  as  she  supposes  to 
i  Yermac — Sedona,  c.  receives  it,  and  raises  her. j  My  mo¬ 
ther  !  my  mother!  [Embracing  her 

Sed.  Is  this  as  you  had  promised  ? — Was  it  to-night 
we  were  to  part?- — Unkind!  unkind!  but  that’s  all 
j  past — return,  return,  for,  should  your  father  miss  ns — 
[Music. — Sedona  leading  Alexina  towards  the  door — Yer- 
j  mac  entreating  her  to  let  Alexina  go — Alexina  also  en- 
i  treating — Sedona  refusing.]  This  way  !  this  way  ! 

[The  Music  suddenly  changes  ioa  more  forte  movement — 
they  all  look  out,  L.,  and  show  terror  and  surprise. 

Enter  Da  ran  and  Welzien,  l.,  assuming  menacing  atti¬ 
tudes —  Welzien  points  to  the  hut — they  draw  their  sabres 
—Daran,  as  he  crosses,  eyes  Alexina  and  Sedona,  but 
being  roused  by  Welzien,  they  both  rush  into  the  hut 
Sedona,  Alexina,  and  Yermack  the  whole  time  expressing 
alarm  and  astonishment. 

Sed.  Heavens  '  look  !  they  enter  our  abode,  and  one 
is  Welzien,  your  rejected  suitor. 

Ale.  (l.  c.)  Oh,  yes  ;  and  he  of  Moorish  aspect — ne’er 
did  I  behold  looks  so  terrific  ! 

Yer.  Tis  all  as  I  foretold — Prince  Lowenstein  inflicts 
new  vengeance  on  my  master,  and  shall  I  tamely  see  it 
executed  ?— No,  I  will  struggle  to  the  last. 

[Crossing  to  r. 

Re-enter  Welzien,  leading  out  Count  Ulrick,  Daran 

following, 

Wei.  Nay,  think  not  I  will  favour  him,  who,  when  I 
sought  his  daughter’s  hand,  disdained  to  favour  me. 

c 
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Ulr.  Favour  from  thee  !  or  from  thy  master,  Lo wen- 
stein  ! — Come  to  the  governor. 

Sed.  The  governor  ! 

Wei.  Ay!  and  you,  [To  Daran .]  who  would  indulge 
your  hatred  and  revenge,  now  seize  on  him  who  has 
wronged  you.  [ Crossing  to  him.]  How !  amazement ! 
you  are  treqibling. 

Dar.  (n.)  It  is  with  passion,  with  resentment!  you 
heard  the  governor’s  command — if  I  proved  savage  and 
excited  terror,  I,  Daran,  should  be  ever  near  him — ever 
near  Ulrick.  Come,  [ Crossing ,  and  laying  hold  of  Ul¬ 
rich  with  violence .]  for  death  only  parts  us. 

Sed.  [Crossing  to  Welzien.]  Oh,  mercy !  for  her  sake 
and  for  mine  !  spare,  spare  him,  I  implore  ye. 

Dar.  For  him  we’re  bound  to  execute  our  office — but 
for  yourself  and  her  whom  I  suppose  you  call  your 
daughter,  you  have  our  full  consent  to  act  according  to 
your  own  free  will. 

Sed.  Then  you  have  taught  me  how  to  act — death 
only  parts  me  from  my  husband;  [Crossing-  to  him  and 
embracing.]  but  for  my  daughter,  who,  perchance,  may 
soar  to  higher  views,  [  With  great  emotion  and  hesita¬ 
tion.]  and  render  lasting  service  to  her  father,  she  has 
at  length  her  fond,  fond  mother’s  sanction. 

CJlr.  (c.)  Sanction  !  for  what,  Sedona? 

Ale.  Nothing:  I’ll  follow,  father — pray  lead  on. 

Wei.  Ay,  no  parleying — march. 

Dar.  Away  ! 

[Music. — Daran  and  Welzien  get  on  each  side  of  Ulrick, 
and  lead  him  towards  L. — Sedona  following — Alexina 
embracing  her,  then  ivith  Yerrnack  running  towards  the 
bridge  and  ascends  it,  kissing  her  hand  to  Sedona — 
Welzien  turning  lo  Sedona,  hurries  on,  when  Count 
Ulrick  is  led  off,  l. —  Yermack  and  Alexina  are  seen 
crossing  the  bridge  full  of  animation,  when  the  act-drop 
falls. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 
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SCENE  I. — A  Street  in  Tobolsk — View  of  the  Church — 
the  gates  to  the  governor's  house,  r.  s.  e. 

Enter  Count  Calmar  and  Servitz,  l. 

Ser.  (l.  c.)  There,  this  is  Tobolsk,  and  there’s  my 
banker’s. 

Cal.  Your  banker’s!  why,  you  told  me  this  was  the 
governor’s. 

Ser.  Well,  and  hav  nt  I  placed  mouey  in  his  hands, 
which  I’m  now  coming  to  draw  out  again.  You’ll  see — 
he  has  often  smiled,  nodded,  and  hinted  at  repaying  me, 
but  I  reserved  him  for  a  great  occasion,  to  oblige  the 
brother  of  the  Duke  of  Courland.  [Bowing. 

Cal.  And  you  were  right ;  for,  even  in  the  medical 
line,  the  duke  has  various  opportunities. 

Ser.  Certainly  ;  only  let  me  start  a  quack  medicine, 
and  let  his  grace  publicly  certify  that  he  has  been  cured 
by  a  few  small  drops,  the  followers  of  fashion  will  swal¬ 
low  many  large  doses,  for,  luckily  for  quack  doctors, 
some  people  will  swallow  any  thing — but  now'  for  it, 
now  for  it — no  humble,  hesitating  tap — no,  for  the  real 
consequential  rattle — [ Knocks  loudly .]  you’ll  see. 

Enter  a  Servant,  from  the  gates,  R.  s.  E. 

Ser.  So,  [Handing  a  letter .]  give  this  to  the  gover¬ 
nor,  and  Petroff  Servitz  and  his  friend  shall  instantly 
have  audience.  Why,  what  do  you  stare  at? 

Serv.  Why,  sir,  the  governor  is  engaged  on  public  bu¬ 
siness. 

Ser.  [ Contemptuously .]  Public  business  ! 

Serv.  Ay,  sir,  relative  to  Count  Ulrick’s  daughter, 
who, ’tis  supposed,  has  left  Siberia,  and  gone  towards 
Petersburg. 

Ser.  What’s  that  to  me? — I’m  here,  and  shall  not  go 
till  I  relieve  your  master  of  a  load  of  gratitude,  by  an 
opportunity  of  being  grateful  in  his  turn;  besides,  I 
know  these  great  men’s  ways — look!  the  word  ‘‘Pri¬ 
vate”  on  the  cover — when  he  reads  that,  no  public  busi¬ 
ness  will  be  thought  of— go,  I  insist !  [Exit  Servant.] 
You’ll  see— gates,  house,  heart,  purse-strings,  all  will 
instantly  fly  open. 

c  2 
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Cal.  And  Calmar  once  more  shall  behold  his  Catha¬ 
rine  ;  but  wherefore — why  this  pause  1 — Sure,  sure  you’re 
not  forgotten. 

Ser.  A  good  sign — a  sign  he’s  making  splendid  pre¬ 
parations.  [ The  gates  open .]  And  see  !  as  I  expected, 
not  one,  but  a  whole  train  of  servants  come  to  wel¬ 
come  us. 

Enter  Baron  Altradoff,  and  four  Attendants,  at  the 
gates ,  R.  s.  e. 

Ser.  [ Strutting  towards  them.]  Ahem !  show  the 
way,  my  fine  fellows. 

Alt.  [ Crosses  Servitz.]  Ay — show  the  way,  my  fine 
fellow. 

Cal.  (r.)  Baron  Altradoff! 

Alt.  (c.)  The  same — who  recognized  your  lordship 
through  the  window,  and  who,  by  order  of  the  governor, 
informs  Petroff  Servitz  [ Servitz ,  swaggering ,  adv an zes,  L.] 
that,  when  he  has  any  more  rich  wines,  choice  fruits, 
and  other  valuable  presents,  he  knows  where  to  send 
them.  [Servitz,  full  of  confidence,  boios.]  And  who  like¬ 
wise  informs  Count  Calmar,  that,  if  he  wishes  to  see  the 
fair  Catharine,  she  is  now  yonder  at  the  president’s,  but 
will  shortly  be  under  lock  and  key  at  the  governor’s. 
And  further,  you’ll  excuse  me,  because  [ Taking  out  his 
note-book .]  I’m  making  minutes  for  a  trip  to  Tobolsk. 
[Writing.]  “  Ebony  case — undone  Calmar — happy  Altra¬ 
doff.’'  This  way,  my  fine  fellows — this  way.  Lol,  le, 
lol  !  [Exit,  singing  and  ivriting,  followed  by  Attendants ,  L. 

Ser.  I’ll  have  my  presents  back  again — I’ll  have - 

Cal.  Psha  !  Fool  that  I  was  to  think  you  could  assist 
me. 

Ser.  Don’t  be  afraid — I  am  roused — I’m  fired  !  And 
let  him  shut  you  out  of  his  house,  and  his  niece  in  it — 
I’ve  made  up  my  mind  ;  and  if  you  and  the  lady  will 
make  up  yours,  it  shall  be,  “Undone  Altradoff— happy 
Calmar.”  [ Mimicking  the  Baron. 

Cal.  How  !  by  what  means  ? 

Ser.  By  those  he  hinted  at — by  the  talked-of  Moscow 
piece  of  furniture,  which  is  not  to  be  opened  till  the  day 
of  the  marriage  ceremony.  Hark  ye !  it’s  now  on  the 
road  ;  and,  when  it  enters  those  gates,  suppose  I  enter 
in  it. 

Cal.  In  it ! 

Ser.  Ay,  or  in  one  like  it;  another,  a  false  one,  may 
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be  easily  vamp’d  up,  and  so  far  at  least  resembling  the 
original,  that  it  shall  hold  a  treasure,  beautiful  as  rare. 

Cal.  Excellent !  Thus  Catharine  may  be  gained. 

Ser.  [ Crossing  to  r.]  She  may  ;  and  I’ll  instantly  to 
work  ;  and  if  l  want  assistance,  your  lordship,  from  your 
long  residence  at  Madrid,  must  be  quite  at  home  at  these 
sort  of  Spanish  plots.  Leave  me  alone — the  governor 
don’t  think  of  Petroff  Servitz  ;  but,  when  I  forget  him, 
may  the  Duke  of  Courland  forget  me.  [Exit,  L. 

Cal.  That  he  never  shall ;  and,  Catharine  mine,  I  w ill 
revisit  Spain,  and  there,  in  calm  retirement,  partake  the 
blessings  of  connubial  love.  Oh,  with  Catharine,  all  is 
happiness  !  but  without  her — 

SONG. — Count  Calm  a  r. 

Like  the  frail  bark  toss’d  on  the  foaming  deep, 

Driven  by  the  storm,  no  steady  course  can  keep  ; 

So,  toss’d  and  shaken  is  my  troubled  mind, 

When  forced  to  leave  my  dearer  self  behind  ; 

No  time  nor  place  my  passion  can  control, 

Or  lull  the  gall  of  love  that  bears  away  my  soul. 

Could  I  but  gaze  on  her  love-beaming  eyes, 

Hear  the  soft  murmur  of  her  heaving  sighs, 

How  sweet  is  her  converse,  and  how  sweet  her  smile, 
That  can  each  thought  of  care  and  grief  beguile  ! 

Her  voice  alone  my  passion  can  control, 

And  lull  the  gale  of  love  that  bears  away  my  soul. 

[Exit,  R. 

Enter  Baron  Altradoff  and  Catharine,  l. 

Alt.  Nay,  my  fair  intended,  make  light  of  your  im¬ 
prisonment;  for,  till  this  curious  Moscow  legacy  arrive, 
we’ll  give  you  balls,  concerts,  and  masquerades — and, 
after,  I  will  give  you  the  ne-plus-ultra  of  what’s  charm¬ 
ing  and  delightful,  myself,  my  lovely  captive. 

Cat.  ’Tis  from  the  governor  I’ll  seek  redress — to  you 
I’m  silent. 

Alt.  And  silence  is  the  proof  of  love.  [ Taking  her 
hand.]  Come;  and,  for  the  governor,  another  fair  en¬ 
gages  his  attention — Count  Ulrick’s  daughter. 

Cat.  Alexina  1 

Alt.  Ay,  she  is  fled  towards  Petersburg  ;  but  though 
she  has  the  start  of  us  many  hours,  she  is  close  pursued 
by  the  brave  Indian  and  a  chosen  guard. 

Cat.  Fled  towards  Petersburg !  perhaps  to  sue  for 

c  3 


30 


THE  EXILE. 


[ACT  IT. 

pardon  for  her  father — perhaps  to  meet  my  poor,  ill- 
fated  brother  !  Success  attend  her — may  she  escape  the 
persecution  of  her  enemies,  and  be  rewarded  as  the 
noble  enterprise  deserves  !  \Exeunt  at  the  gates,  R.  s.  E. 

SCENE  II. — A  Rocky  with  a  path ,  r. — the  river  Wolga 

seen  through  a  vista  of  trees — a  small  Russian  Inn,  L. 

Enter  Yermack.,  on  the  rock,  r. 

Yer.  Come,  dear  young  mistress,  yonder  is  a  dwelling. 

Alexina.  [Without.]  I’m  coming,  Yermack. 

Yer.  I  warrant,  nothing  can  shake  thy  dauntless 
spirit. 

He  descends  the  rock,  and  Alexina,  all  animation,  follows 

him. 

Yer.  So,  not  yet  overcome  ? 

Ale.  (c.)  Overcome  with  what?  Call  this  a  journey 
of  great  hazard  !  Say,  rather,  it  is  a  tour  of  pleasure, 
Yermack. 

Yer.  (l.  c.)  And  this  !  this,  after  what  you  have  en¬ 
countered  ,  a  distance  of  four  hundred  verstes  !  o’er  snow- 
topped  mountains,  and  through  burning  woods — often 
no  shelter,  and  as  oft  no  rest — or  if,  perchance,  you 
sought  repose,  to  hear  the  distant  baying  of  the  woif,  or 
the  fierce  bandit’s  whistle. 

Ale.  Nay,  think  not  of  the  past — think  what’s  to  come 
—behold  the  river  Wolga,  Yermack  !  a  little  way  be¬ 
yond  [Speaking  with  rapidity.]  lies  Casson— from  thence 
to  Moscow  is  a  few  days’ journey — and,  having  passed 
the  barriers  of  the  province,  a  month  will  show  us  the 
proud  spires  of  Petersburg— the  palace  of  the  Empress. 
Oh,  then  support  rne  !  then  Alexina  will  need  all  your 
succour  !  But,  till  then,  the  cause,  the  cause  shall  be 
my  champion. 

Yer.  You  must  have  rest,  refreshment,  too— and  here 
we  may  procure  them. 

Enter  two  Soldiers,  from  the  house,  l.,  guarding  an  Exile 
who  is  in  chains— Ivan  Rimski  following. 

Rim.  [To  the  Soldiers.]  Look  you — I  offer  you  these 
twenty  roubles  again,  and,  when  1  get  home  to  Moscow, 
1 11  send  you  forty,  sixty,  a  hundred  roubles— I,  Ivan 
Kimski  householder,  assessor,  trader.  [The  Soldiers  turn 
away.]  What !  you  won’t !  you’ll  take  him  secretly  to 
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Tobolsk,  unknown  to  his  friends — you’ll  force  him  to 
Siberia  ?  [The  Soldiers  march  off  with  the  Exile,  r.,  who 
makes  signs  of  gratitude  to  Rimski .]  Brutes  !  savages  ! 

Ale.  [Advancing,  c.]  To  Siberia,  sir  ? 

Rim.  Ay,  so  it  seems,  lady  ;  and,  when  a  trader  comes 
to  this  part  of  the  country  to  make  necessary  purchases, 
isn’t  it  a  shame  that  he  can’t  take  dinner  in  a  public 
room,  without  paying  for  it  at  this  rate  ?  Poor  gentle¬ 
man  !  “  I  have,”  says  he,  “  a  daughter — an  only  daugh¬ 
ter — might  she  but  know  what  has  befallen  me  !” 

Ale.  And  did  they  hesitate? 

Rim.  They  did  ;  they  would  not  let  him  write  to  her, 
unless  he  paid  a  bribe  of  forty  roubles,  and  because  I 
had  only  twenty  to  offer,  these  heartless  creatures — Oh, 
would  they  were  at  Moscow  !  I’d  pay  down  half  I  pos¬ 
sess,  ere  child  and  parent,  under  such  affliction,  should 
lose  the  only  consolation  left  them. 

Ale.  Yermack  !  the  purse  my  mother  gave  me — all 
that  she  hoarded  for  our  journey — perhaps  there  is  still 
sufficient. 

Yer.  [Producing  a  purse.']  There  is — but - 

Ale.  But  what,  Yermack?  My  parents  have  some 
prospect  of  release,  for  I  am  journeying  towards  Peters¬ 
burg,  to  sue  for  pardon  of  the  Empress.  But  that  poor 
ex  le  has  no  ray  of  hope — take,  therefore,  this  ;  [Giving 
her  purse  to  Rimiski  ]  and  when  his  anxious  daughter 
knows  how  he  may  be  saved,  she,  like  myself,  will  bless 
the  hour  that  the  bright  thought  occurred,  of  risking  all 
to  save  a  father’s  life.  Swift,  swift — o’ertake  him. 

Rim.  (r,  c.)  I  will,  I  will  ;  but  for  your  noble,  your 
exalted  conduct - 

Ale.  [Turning  away.]  ’Tis  selfishness  !  her  story  is  my 
own — go — go. 

Rim.  I’m  going;  but,  as  I  said  before,  I’m  Ivan 
Rimiski,  of  Moscow,  and  since  I  shall  probably  get  there 
before  you,  I  do  trust  that  we  may  meet  again  ;  if  not. 
Heaven  prosper  and  preserve  you  !  Yet  stay  ;  here, 
there,  or  any  where,  can  I  afford  you  service? 

Ale.  You  !  No. — Yet,  now  I  recollect,  he  [Pointing 
off,  k.]  will  behold  Siberia, — he’il  pass  the  habitation 
of  my  parents  ;  and  some  small  token  might,  perhaps — 
Sir,  Ulrick,  Ulrick  is  my  father’s  name  ;  and  if  you, 
stranger,  will  contrive  to  give  this  present  [Taking  off  a 
lock  of  her  hair.]  to  my  mother,  and  say  she  who  sent 
it  was  thus  far  on  her  journey,  was  well,  and  happy, — 
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most  happy  !  [Bursting  into  tears.]  Go  ! — you  under¬ 
stand — no  more — begone!  [Exit  Rimiski,  r. 

Yer.  (l.  c.)  Come,  lady,  where  is  now  your  fortitude  ? 

Ale.  [After  a  pause*]  Here,  here  !  And,  as  a  proof, 
[Taking  his  hand.]  we’ll  instantly  cross  the  Wolga. 

Wei.  [Without,  L.j  This  way  !  follow! 

Enter  Welzien,  l.  u.  e.,  and  two  Guards. 

Wei.  Look  !  the  traitress  !  And,  had  I  still  depended 
on  this  Daran’s  counsel,  we  had  never  o’ertaken  her. 
But  whilst  he’s  seeking  her  o’er  yonder  hill,  [Pointing 
to  the  rock,  r.]  behold,  rejected  Welzien  has  her  in  his 
power.  [Advances,  l. 

Ale.  Never  !  never  ! 

Yer.  Hold  !  By  what  right - 

Wei.  By  order  of  the  Empress;  who  decrees,  if  she 
seek  Romanoff,  not  only  her  own  life - 

Ale.  Seek  Romanoff!  Heaven  is  my  witness  that,  as 
much  as  I  esteem  that  gallant  youth,  no  love  but  filial 
love  prompted  my  design.  It  is  my  father’s  freedom  that 
I  seek  ;  and  every  moment  is  of  such  high  value,  that  I 
entreat,  command  you,  to  let  me  pass. 

Wei.  What, — towards  the  Wolga  !  and, by  embarking 
there,  hope  still  to  baffle  our  pursuit? — Vain,  vain 
att  ?mpt !  for  yon  brave  mariners,  [Pointing  off,  l.]  here, 
in  the  service  of  the  Empress,  have  read,  and  will 
support  her  just  decree  ;  therefore,  instantly  retrace 
back  your  steps  to  Siberia,  where  I,  not  Romanoff, 
shall  greet  the  fair  Alexina  ! 

Yer.  At  once  destroy  us, — make  us  here  thy  victims  ! 

Ale.  Oh,  no  !  in  pity,  let  us  pass  ! 

Wei.  Away  ! — Nay,  then,  thus  1  enforce - 

[Seizing  Alexina. 

Enter  Da  ran,  on  the  rock,  R. 

Dar.  [ Descending .]  Forbear  !  she  is  my  prize, — mine  ! 
Chief  guard  o’er  Ulrick,  I  have  here  full  power  ;  and 
think  you  1  will  wave  my  right  to  an  inferior  1  No; 
be  this  your  prisoner.  [Delivering  Yermackto  Welzien .] 
And  you,  [To  the  Guards.]  who  know  that  Daran  i3 
your  leader,  yet  choose  to  follow  this  officious  fool,  see 
now  my  orders  are  obeyed. 

Wei.  (l.  c.)  ’Tis  well!  But  mark  me,  sir,  the  time 
come - 

Dar.  (c.)  If  may  ;  and  then  I’ll  answer  thee.  At 
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present,  follow — no,  lead  on.  [ Making  Welzien  and 
Yermack  pass  him.]  Nay  supplication  is  in  vain.  [To 
Alexina.]  March  ! 

[Music. —  Welzien  and  Yermack  march  first ,  then 
Daran  and  Alexina,  Guards  following — at  the  foot  of 
the  rock,  Daran  orders  the  Guards  to  ascend  before 
him — Guards,  Welzien,  and  Yermack  ascend  the 
rock,  and  exeunt,  R.  u.  e. 

Dar.  Halt!— Stand  apart !  [Throwing  her  across  to  L. 

Ale.  Mercy  ! — I’m  lost ! — You’ll  take  away  my  life  ! 

Dar.  Thine — thy  life  !  [Looking  out ,  then  turning  to 
her.]  All  gracious  powers  !  ’tis  saved — it  is  preserved  ! 
And  pause  not  to  inquire  why  I,  mysteriously, ,  now 
prove  your  frieud  ;  strong  circumstances  forbid  me  to 
say  more  than  this — away  towards  Petersburgh  ;  and,  if 
I  perish  to  secure  your  safety,  I’ll  look  on  death  but  as 
a  glorious  birth,  for  life  eternal  must  be  his  reward  who 
dies  for  Alexina  ! 

Ale.  Astonishing  ! 

Dar.  I  lured  yon  miscreant  from  the  beaten  road — I 
gave  full  time,  I  hoped,  for  your  escape,  when,  curses 
on  him!  he  by  chance  o’ertook  you;  and,  since  your 
faithful  follower’s  in  his  hands,  but  half  my  work’s  per¬ 
formed.  Seek,  therefore,  y  onder  forest ;  there  lie  con¬ 
cealed  till  I  return  with  him,  w  hom  I  more  envy  in  his 
menial  state  than  mightiest  monarchs  on  their  thrones  ; 
for  they  excite  not  Alexina’s  pity  ;  but  he — O,  heaven  ! 
that  I,  like  him,  could  sooth  and  share  your  sufferings  ! 

Ale.  You! 

Re-enter  Welzien  on  the  rock,  with  Yermack  and  the 

Guards,  unseen  by  Daran  or  Alexina — he  starts ,  deli¬ 
vers  Yermack  to  the  soldiers,  crosses  rapidly,  in  a  me¬ 
nacing  attitude ,  while  Daran  is  speaking,  and  exit , 

L<  U.  E* 

Dar.  No  more — I’m  gone  ! — And,  if  I  live,  I’ll  suc¬ 
cour  him  w'ho  lives  to  succour  thee  !  That  way  towards 
the  forest. 

[Alexina  is  going  off,  l.  u.  e.,  when  Welzien  enters 
with  Four  Mariners,  and  meets  her. 

Wei.  [To  the  Mariners,]  You  hear— this  boasting, 
this  superior  guard  would  aid  in  the  escape  of  her  w'e 
seek;  but  you,  as  loyal  servants  of  the  Empress,  will 
rush  like  me  to  baffle  his  design.  And,  first,  secure  the 
passage  to  the  river;  next,  confine  them  in  some  place 
of  safety,  till  death,  or  other  punishment,  o’ertake  them. 
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Dar.  They  cannot — will  not ! 

Wei.  They  will  ! — Force — drag  them  to  the  vessel ! 
[The  Mariners  advance ,  L.  c.,  and  two  of  them  seize  Alex- 

inn's  arms. 

iJar.  Hear  me! — She  is  not  guilty  of  the  crime  im¬ 
puted  ; — not  selfish  passion  brought  her  from  Siberia — 
she  would  procure  her  father’s  pardon  ;  and  if  there  be 
any  here  who  boast  that  tender  and  that  honoured  name, 
to  them  I  make  appeal.  Shall  such  a  miracle  of  filial 
love  become  the  victim  of  unmanly  cruelty  ? — Or,  shall 
she  pass,  and,  giving  her  own  father  freedom,  inspire 
more  daughters  with  heroic  enterprise? — She  shall  ! — 
I  see  it  in  your  looks  ! — And  though  by  colour  I’m  de¬ 
barred  from  showing  how  I  blush  for  his  barbarity 
[Pointing  to  Welzien.],  yet  the  pure  tear  that  trickles 
down  the  dusky  cheek  can  beam  with  gratitude  as 
bright  as  ever  Christian’s  beamed.  [The  Mariners  re¬ 
lease  Alexina.]  I  thank  you,  with  all  my  heart — I  thank 
you  ! 

First  M.  Her  father’s  pardon  ! 

[The  Mariners  draw  back. 

Ale.  Ay,  on  my  soul ! — no  other  motive. 

Wei.  No  matter  what  the  motive — as  loyal  subjects, 
they  are  pledged. 

Dar.  As  loyal  subjects,  will  they  deprive  their  em¬ 
press  of  the  new,  unfelt  delight  of  listening  to  pure  Na¬ 
ture’s  voice  ?  Thus,  I  deliver  to  their  care  that  lovely 
suppliant  and  this  faithful  follower;  [Hastily  leading 
Yermack  from  the  rock.]  and,  whilst  their  vessel  bears 
them  from  their  enemies,  colossus  like,  I’ll  stand  across 
yon  path  [Pointing  to  the  rock.],  and  form  a  bulwark  so 
impregnable,  that  danger  shall  not  reach  them.  [Aside 
to  Alexina.]  Seize  on  the  prosperous,  glorious  opportu¬ 
nity,  and,  when  you  least  expect,  perchance  we’ll  meet 
again. 

Ale.  Farewell  !— And,  mind — pray,  mind — we  are  to 
meet  again. 

Dar.  Transporting  sound  !  Farewell  !  And  now, 
you  for  Siberia  [To  Welzien  and  Soldiers.],  you  [To 
Alexina  and  Yermack.],  towards  Petersburg. 

[Music.  The  Mariners  conduct  Alexina  and  Yermack 
into  their  boat,  c.  f.,  expressing  gratitude  to  Duran , 
who,  in  i  etui  n,  blesses  them ,  and  marches  up  the 
rock ,  R.,  wiili  Welzien  and  Guards  —  the  boat  sails 
away,  l.,  and  the  scene  closes. 
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SCENE  III.  A  Cut  Wood. 

Enter  Female  Villagers,  r.,  speaking  as  they  come  in. 

First  V.  (c.)  Silence,  all  of  you  !  pray  be  silent  till 
we  rightly  understand  the  old  woman’s  story.  So, 
neighbours,  you  were  at  market,  you  say  ? 

Second  V.  (r.  c.)  I  was,  according  to  my  weekly  cus¬ 
tom  ;  and  seeing  every  thing  fetch  double  prices,  I  soon 
inquired  the  cause — “What!  don’t  you  know?”  says 
one — “  have  you  heard  nothing  of  the  coronation?” 

First  V.  There  !  I  told  you  so — the  coronation  ! 

Second  V.  Ay  ;  it  appears  our  Empress  Catharine 
died  suddenly  last  week,  and  the  young  princess,  fair 
Elizabeth,  is  coming  to  be  crowned  at  Moscow. 

First  V.  There,  at  Moscow  !  only  twelve  versts  dis¬ 
tant,  I’ll  go  home — I’ll  ask  my  mother’s  leave — oh, 
lord  !  who  would  miss  a  coronation  ?  [Going. 

Enter  Alexina,  through  the  icood,  R. 

Ale.  Where  shall  I  fly  ?  who  seek  to  give  him  aid  ? — 
Oh,  welcome  sight !  that  good,  that  venerable  man  ! 
[Pointing  through  the  wood.)  now  stretched  upon  the 
ground  in  silent  suffering — if  death  he  meets,  meets 
death  from  his  fidelity.  Close  by  my  side  he  travelled 
from  Siberia,  and  still  had  struggled  in  his  master’s 
cause,  but  age,  infirmity,  and  ills  more  deadly,  have 
made  such  havoc — behold  !  ’tis  but  to  look - 

Second  V.  I  have  a  cot  hard  by  ,  and  what  relief  good 
nursing  and  good  cheer  can  give  is  freely  at  his  ser¬ 
vice. 

Ale.  [Kissing  her  hand.)  But,  now,  this  instant!  for, 
alas  !  he  has  not  tasted  food  these  two  whole  days. 

Second  V.  Not  tasted  food  !  and  you - 

Ale.  Think  not  of  me  '  I’ve  youth,  I’ve  strength,  and 
much  it  would  revive  his  drooping  spirits,  to  know  how 
mine  remains  unshaken ;  for  oft  has  he  exclaimed, 
<>  When  I  am  gone,  what  will  become  of  thee  and  ray 
poor  master?  heaven,  heaven  has  forsaken  us!” — But 
he  is  deceived — though  still  to  Petersburg  be  some  weeks’ 
journey,  and  coming  winter  makes  each  danger  tenfold, 
yet  I’ve  that  native,  that  inherent  firmness — [Guns heal'd 
at  a  distance.)  Oh,  shield  me  !  save  me  ! — Now,  now, 
all,  indeed,  is  lost ! 

Second  V.  Look  up— -they  are  sounds  of  joy— fear  not. 
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[Guns  again.]  Hark!  at  Moscow,  and,  no  doubt,  an¬ 
nounce  the  welcome  entrance  of  the  princess. 

Ale.  Princess!  what  princess  ? 

Second  V.  Elizabeth  ;  who,  owing  to  her  mother’s  late 
decease,  is  comiDg  to  be  crowned  at  Moscow. 

Ale.  At  Moscow!  here,  so  near?  Yermack,  good 
Yermack  !  [  Running  towards  the  wood ,  and  suddenly 
stopping ,  nearly  overcome.]  ’Tis  past, ’tis  nothing  !  [Re¬ 
viving.]  I  can  go  alone,  and,  to  the  throne  of  her  who, 
crowned  with  wreaths  of  glory  and  triumph,  shall  make 
them  lasting  by  an  act  of  mercy,  my  father  shall  be 
saved! — Hear  this,  thou  good  old  man!  hear  this,  and* 
say,  has  Heaven  now  forsaken  us7 

[ Exeunt ,  L.,  all  hut  the  first  Villager. 

First  V.  I  hope  not,  for  she’s  a  sweet  interesting  lady. 
However,  I’ll  go  home  and  ask  leave  to  see  the  corona¬ 
tion. 

SONG — Villager. 

Through  icy  valleys  on  my  sledge  I  glide, 

And  down  the  slippery  mountain’s  side 
I  go  to  see  the  fair ; 

Not  that  1  care  for  the  show', — 

O,  no,  no,  it  is  not  so, 

But  Ivan  will  be  there. 

Then  fly,  my  reindeer,  swift  as  the  hunter’s  dart. 

And  safely  go  through  the  deep  snow 
To  meet  the  youth  of  Arma’s  heart. 

Some  may  in  splendour  and  in  pomp  delight, — 

I’d  spend  my  time  from  morn  till  night 
In  looking  at  my  love. 

Hours  fly  away  untold, 

Neither  thirst  or  cold 

With  Ivan  do  I  prove. 

Then  fly,  fly,  my  reindeer,  &c.  [Exit,  L. 


SCENE  IV. — A  Grand  Square  in  Moscow — bells  ring¬ 
ing,  guns  firing ,  and  huzzaing  without. 

Enter  several  Townsmen,  r.,  Ivan  Rimski,  and  tivo 

others,  l. 

Rim.  Home  !  all  of  ye  to  your  several  homes,  and 
there  remain  till  the  procession  shall  advance,  for  I  tell 
ye  this, ’tis  thought  that  treachery  is  abroad  ;  and,  after 
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the  night’s  signal’s  given,  whoever  is  found  without  his 
door,  whoever’s  loitering  here  in  the  streets  of  Moscow, 
will  be  suspected  and  committed. 

First  T.  We  know;  and  owing  to  the  young  czar’s 
accident - 

Rim.  They  say  it  was  design ;  and  I  myself,  who 
saw  the  accident,  confess  it  was  strange,  for  when  the 
horses  broke  out  of  the  course  and  bore  the  carriage  to 
the  Wolga’s  edge,  none  offered  to  impede  their  rapid 
flight,  till  a  brave  stranger,  a  gallant  Indian,  then  pass¬ 
ing  near  the  spot,  rushed  on  the  w'ild  impetuous  steed, 
and  at  the  hazard  of  his  own  life  preserved  our  youth¬ 
ful  prince's. 

First  T.  He  did  ;  and,  what  is  still  more  strange, 
when  this  brave  Indian  was  called  on  to  receive  the 
Empress’s  thanks,  he  was  not  to  be  found. 

Rim.  No  !  and  why '—Then  courtly  envious  parasites 
have  kept  him  from  her  sight.  [Solemn  Music  at  a  dis¬ 
tance.]  Hark  !  the  night-signal  !  and  the  approaching 
guard  now  warns  us  home — all  is  still  and  silent,  and 
so  farew'ell — and  early  in  the  morning  we’ll  hail  our 
Empress’s  coronation. 

[Exeunt  Ivan  Rimski  into  his  own  house,  l.,  and  the 
Townstnen  severally ,K. 

Enter  Alexin  a,  pallid  and  exhausted,  l. 

Ale.  [Falling  against  Ivan  Rlmski’s  house .]  At  length,  at 
length,  I’m  overcome  !  Nature,  exhausted,  sinks  beneath 
the  conflict,  and,  though  so  near  the  summit  of  my  hopes,  I 
feel  the  distance  far,  oh,  far  as  ever  !  [Drums  roll  with¬ 
out.]  That  aw'ful  sound  !  full  well  I  know  what  it  por¬ 
tends  !  And  I,  who  have  no  friend,  or  means  to  find  a 
home,  may  be  suspected  and  imprisoned — Imprisoned  ! 
now,  upon  the  very  eve — oh,  my  father !  if  death  must 
come,  let  me  first  struggle  to  preserve  thy  life  ;  and  none, 
sure,  none  will  shut  their  door  against  one  that  sup¬ 
plicates  in  such  a  cause!  I’ll  knock,  whilst  I  am  capable. 
[ Knocks  at  the  door.]  So,  Heaven,  still,  befriend  me  ! 

Enter  Ivan  Rimski,  from  the  house ,  l. 

Rim.  Who’s  there  ? 

Ale.  [Looking  down.]  One  who  has  travelled  from 
Tobolsk  to  sue  for  pardon  for  her  father  and,  though 
a  stranger,  and - 

Rim.  A  stranger!  and  to  me!  Nay,  was  this  kind’ 
Aru  I  so  soon  forgotten? 

D 
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Ale.  I  see  !  I  recollect !  Oh,  have  I  then  a  home? 

Rim.  Yes  ;  and,  having  you,  I  have  now  a  treasure  in 
that  home.  In,  in  !  But  how,  alone  ? 

Ale.  He’s  safe  :  I  left  my  poor,  enfeebled  follower 
in  the  care  of  hospitable  friends,  some  few  verstes  dis¬ 
tant,  and  by  his  own  desire.  He  warn’d  me,  by  ex¬ 
ample,  to  use  no  delay,  and  I  to-morrow  shall  decide 
my  father’s  fate  !  [  With  great  animation. 

Rim.  Why,  ay  ;  but  be  prepared  :  Prince  Lowenstein 
is  still  in  power  ;  and  the  proud  patriarch  who  will 
crown  the  Empress  is  his  relation,  and  Count  Ulric’s 
foe. 

Ale.  Indeed  ! 

Rim.  Nay,  more  :  when  the  brave  Indian,  who  saved 
the  young  Czar’s  life,  could  gain  no  audience,  you  must 
expect  no  common  opposition.  [. Drum-roll  repeated .]  We 
must  away,  and  instantly  prepare  for  the  procession. 
And,  in  the  absence  of  all  those  who  love  you,  I’ll  be 
your  friend.  \_Exeunt  into  the  house,  L. — Solemn  Music. 

SCENE  V. — Tlia  Outside  of  the  Cathedral  of  Moscow. 

THE  GRAND  PUBLIC  ENTRY  of  the  EMPRESS 

ELIZABETH,  through  a  Triumphal  Arch — three  huz¬ 
zas — Grand  March. 

©rtrer  of  tf)e  procession. 

Russians. 

Officers. 

Drums. 

Trumpets. 

Banners  of  Russia. 

Soldiers. 

Sergeant. 

Soldiers. 

.  Mace-Bearers. 

High  Chancellor. 

Purse  and  Sword  of  State. 

Mace-Bearers. 

Boys  with  Incense. 

Priests. 

Holy  Standard. 

Priests  with  Cross  and  Crosier. 

Patriarch  of  Moscow. 

Priest  with  large  Cross. 
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Priests  with  Crosses. 

Priests  bearing  Silver  Cups. 
Officer. 

Banner  of  Moscow. 

Herald. 

Boyards,  ancient  Russian  Nobles. 
Herald. 

Ladies  of  the  Order  of  St.  Katharine. 
Lord  High  Chamberlain. 
Canopy. 

Young  Prince. 

Pages. 

Officer. 

Banner  of  Poland. 
Ambassador  of  Poland. 
Polanders. 

Officer. 

Banner  of  Spain. 
Ambassador  of  Spain. 
Spaniards. 

Officer. 

Banner  of  France. 
Ambassador  of  France. 

French  Nobles. 

Officer  of  England. 

Knight  of  the  Bath. 

Knight  of  St.  Patrick. 

Knight  of  St.  Andrew. 

Knight  of  St.  George. 

Officer. 

Banner  of  Tartary. 
Ambassadors. 

Tartars. 

Officer. 

Banner  of  China. 

Chinese. 

Herald. 

Officer. 

Knight  of  Malta. 

Knights. 

Herald. 

Trumpeters  and  Kettle  Drum. 

The  Car 
of  the 
EMPRESS, 
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drawn  by 
SIX  HORSES, 

Led  by  Pages. 

Russians. 

Officers. 

Drums. 

Trumpets. 

Soldiers. 

SCENE  VI. — A  Street  in  Moscow. 

Music  ( piano ) — Enter  Ivan  Rimski  and  Alexina,  r., 
Runski  pointing  us  if  instructing  Alexina — they  cross, 
and  exeunt,  l. 

SCENE  VII. — The  Interior  of  the  Cathedral  splendidly 
illuminated — A  superb  Throne ,  c. 

The  whole  of  the  Procession  discovered,  standing,  the 
Empress  Elizabeth  seated,  1 .,  the  Patriarch  stand¬ 
ing  near  her,  L.  c.,  ivith  the  crown  in  his  hand. 

Pat.  Sovereign  of  the  greatest  empire  this  world 
boasts,  before  the  diadem  shall  grace  your  brow,  bear 
in  remembrance  there  is  another  throne,  where  you  must 
answer  for  the  fate  of  those  o’er  whom  you  shall  preside, 
and  that  injustice  to  a  fellow  creature  is,  in  a  monarch, 
deemed  as  high  a  crime  as  if  committed  by  the  poorest 
subject. 

Eli.  Greater,  good  Patriarch  ;  for,  blessed  with  hea¬ 
ven’s  choicest  gifts,  shall  we  deprive  our  subjects  of  their 
share?  No!  here  I  swear  to  be  the  faithful  guardian 
of  their  rights,  to  hear  their  sufferings,  to  redress  their 
wrongs,  to  guard  their  altars,  to  protect  their  laws,  and 
prize  my  people’s  happiness  far,  far  beyond  my  own  ! 

Pat.  Long  live  Elizabeth  !  hail,  hail  Czarina  !  [A  flou¬ 
rish  of  drums,  trumpets,  atid  other  instruments,  during 
which,  Elizabeth  kneels  and  receives  the  crown  from  the 
Patriarch,  and  then  ascends  the  throne,  c.]  And  next,  our 
youthful  prince,  in  whose  late  wonderous  preservation 

we  saw  ourselves  preserved - - 

Guard.  [Without.  r.J  Stand  by  !  you  must  not  pass’. 
Ale.  [Without.]  Oh,  mercy  !  mercy! 

Pat.  [Going  towards  r.]  How  ?  Who  dares  to  inter¬ 
rupt  our  solemn  rites  ?  Speak  !  who  art  thou  I 
Ale.  [Without,  r.]  One  who  has  travtUed  from  Siberia 
to  sue  for  pardon  for  her  father.  Mighty  Empress, ' t is 
Count  Ulric’s  daughter  ! 
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Eli.  Instantly  admit  her  ;  for  her  plaintive,  penetrating 
tones  already  have  found  entrance  here. 

Pat.  [Aside.]  Ulrick  !  my  brother  Lowenstein’s  de¬ 
tested  rival ! — She  must  be  silenced.  August  Elizabeth, 
commence  not  your  career  by  listening  to  the  artful  suit 
of  such  a  traitor  as  this  Ulric.  Had  he  and  his  rebel¬ 
lious  followers  triumphed,  you  and  your  royal  mother 
had  exchanged  a  crown  tor  chains, — a  palace  for  a  pri¬ 
son.  Mercy,  in  a  case  like  this,  is  such  injustice  to 
that  parent’s  memory,  that  I  am  convinced  my  sovereign 
will  recall  her  order,  and  let  us  execute  more  urgent 
duties. 

Eli.  Why,  ay  :  foe  to  our  late  lamented  parent,  he  in¬ 
deed  was  mine  ;  and,  for  example’s  sake,  we  dare 
not  yield  to  what  our  heart  would  dictate.  See  her  dis¬ 
missed. 

Pat.  [ Haughtily  and  contemptuously.']  You  hear, — 
dismiss  Count  Ulrick’s  daughter. 

Dar.  [Advancing  through  the  crowd,  r.]  Delay  one  mo¬ 
ment,  mighty  sovereign  !  When  called  on  to  receive 
your  gracious  thanks  for  that  which  was  the  work  of 
Heaven,  I  shunned  your  presence,  from  humility  ;  but, 
since  another’s  life  depends  on  prompt  and  vigorous  ex¬ 
ertions,  I  thus  come  forth,  and  venture  to  assert  Count 
Ulrick’s  innocence  !  I  say  he  is  no  traitor  !  [Elizabeth 
rises.]  Nay,  royal  mistress,  was  he  a  traitor  in  Pultowa’s 
Plains,  when,  vanquishing  the  fierce,  victorious  Swede, 
he  saved  that  empire  which  you  now  command?  Was 
he  a  traitor  in  the  Aulic  Council,  when  he  framed  laws 
which,  while  they  guard  the  people’s  rights,  uphold  the 
monarch’s  power?  Was  he  a  traitor  when  wealth,  pre¬ 
cedence,  and  a  name  ennobled,  were  his  by  merit,  not  in¬ 
heritance  ?  No  :  these  are  sterling  truths,  and  those  are 
real  traitors  to  the  sovereign  w  ho,  from  a  selfish,  envious 
motive,  would  rob  their  sovereign  and  their  native  land 
of  patriot  heroes  great  as  noble  Ulrick. 

Pat.  (l.)  Presumptuous  slave  !  [To  the  Empress.]  Is 
this  to  be  endured  ? 

Eli.  [To  Damn.]  No  !  though  we  own  and  would  re¬ 
ward  your  claims,  we  trust  you  will  not  arrogate - 

[Sits. 

Dar.  Arrogate! 

Pat.  Ay  ;  didst  thou  not  hear  ?— Arrogate  ! 

Dar.  My  liege,  if  claim  I  had  who  claim  have  none, 
should  Sweden’s  conqueror  have  to  thank  an  unknown 
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Indian  for  his  deliverance?  Give  Ulrick  liberty,  for 
Ulrick’s  services  ;  and  let  his  empress  have  the  praise 
of  rescuing  him  who  scorned  to  arrogate  ’midst  all  his 
glories.  Or,  if  one  doubt  still  linger  in  her  gracious 
mind,  if  still  she  hesitate  from  causeless  scruples,  let 
this,  [ Going  to  r.]  let  this  resolve  them!  [Leading  on 
Alexina .]  Behold!  all  gaze,  while  ye  have  power  !  Be¬ 
hold  the  daughter  of  your  exhiled  hero,  who,  braving 
danger,  poverty,  and  insult,  comes  from  Siberia  to  im¬ 
plore  forgiveness. 

Ale.  [ Crossing ,  and  falling  on  her  knees.]  Forgiveness  ! 
oh,  forgiveness  for  my  father  ! 

Dar.  Hear  this  !  and  he  w  ho  would  oppose  her  suit, 
I  do  maintain  it,  is  his  sovereign’s  foe  !  For  once  I  will 
play  the  braggart :  and,  if  yon  prince  has  not  forgotten 
Darau,  I  do  entreat  he  will  unite  with  me,  and  cry, 
“  Forgiveness  !  oh,  forgiveness  for  her  father  ! 


[Kneeling  beside  Alexina. 


Lit.  We  are  subdued  ;  and,  judging  by  ourselves  of 
n -u  impatience  to  be  the  bearer  of  such  happy  tidings, 
and  well  aw'are  the  deed  of  pardon  cannot  be  prepared 
until  some  days  elapse,  we  bid  her  instantly  set  forth  ; 
and  pledge  ourselves  the  formal  document  shall  speedily 
o  ei take  her.  Away  !  and  all  around  be  witness  to  the 
act.  [ixising.]  rle  s  tree!  Elizabeth  pronounces  Ul¬ 
rick’s  free  ! 

[Flourish  of  drums  and  trumpets,  during  which  Alexina 
rises,  and  attempts  to  thank  Elizabeth,  but  faints  in 
Damn’s  arms— Elizabeth  descends  from  the  throne  and 
advances  towards  her— A  picture  is  formed— Music 
continues,  and  the  act-drop  falls. 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
END  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 


Soldiers. 


Soldiers. 


Banners. 


Banners. 


Throne. 


Nobles. 


Nobles. 


Lords  and  Ladies. 

Daran.  Alexina, 

r.] 


Elizabeth. 


end  of  act  ii. 


Lords  and  Ladies. 
Patriarch. 

[l. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — Outside  of  the  Cathedral  of  Moscow. — 

Gates,  c.  f. 

Enter  Alexin  a  and  Yermack,  guarded  by  Four  Soldiers, 
L  ,  W  elzieu  following. 

Ale .  Nay,  yet  one  moment’s  respite — the  Empress  is 
above  deceit;  and  on  my  soul  I  swear  Elizabeth  pro¬ 
nounced  my  father’s  pardon 

Wei.  Where  is  the  pardon,  then?  Produce  the  do¬ 
cument. 

Yer.  She  told  you  it  was  delayed  by  necessary  forms. 

Ale.  I  did — but  now  1  Ere  this,  perhaps - 

Wei.  •  Pdor,  paltry  artifice  !  Think  you  I’ll  pause  on 
such  a  shallow  tale?  No:  I  repeat  that,  by  this  order 
[Showing  u  paper.],  which  is  unrepealed,  the  late  Em¬ 
press’s  mandate  is  still  in  force  :  not  your  own  life  alone 
is  forfeit  to  the  law,  but  his,  that  aged  parent’s,  whom 
you  so  much  boast.  [Alexina  entreats. ]  Nay,  you  have 
the  power  to  save  him — you  know  Prince  Lowenstein’s 
humane  proposal ;  and  that  the  governor  selects  a  hus¬ 
band  whom  he  conceives  is  worthy  of  your  choice. 

Ale.  Worthy!  you!  Speak,  Yermack — tears,  tears 
prevent  me. 

Wei,  It  is  in  vain  :  you  are  in  Siberia,  lady,  in  a  land 
where  power  is  absolute!  And,  having  brought  this 
sentence  on  your  father,  full  well  I  know,  that,  were  l 
other  than  I  am,  you  would  prefer  the  bridal  rites. 

Yer.  Never!  she’ll  perish  first. 

Wei.  And  see  her  father  perish!  Bring  forth  Count 
Ulrick ! 

Ale.  Not  for  your  lives !  Delay !  I  supplicate,  I 
implore  delay  !  And  if  by  you  refused,  let  your  com¬ 
mander  say,  if  he,  in  bold  defiance  of  his  sovereign,  will 
treat  with  levity  that  solemn  act  which  thousands  wit¬ 
nessed,  hailed - 

Wei.  Produce  one  evidence,  and  my  commander  shall 

decide  ;  but  since  none  appears - 

Ale.  [ Looking  wildly  around.]  None;  is  there  no - 

Enter  Da  ran,  hastily,  r. 

Ale.  Behold  !  look  there,— he  saw'— he  knew— he 
gained  rny  father’s  pardon  !  [Falling  on  his  shoulder . 
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Dar.  Ulrick  is  free!  The  Empress  publicly  pro¬ 
claimed  his  pardon,  and  in  a  few  short  hours  you 
shall  have  written  proof ;  but  it,  in  that  little  space  it 
damn’d  Lowenstein,  and  his  accursed  confederates, 
would  take  advantage  of  a  former  act,  and  basely  sa¬ 
crifice  or  child  or  parent,  may  every  daughter’s,  every 

father’s  curse - No  \  guilt  such  as  this  is  so  unparal- 

leled,  that  we  should  pray  for  mercy,  not  for  ven¬ 
geance. 

Wei.  Daran !  Seize,  bear  him  to  the  governor  . 

Dar.  Ay,  to  the  governor;  and,  since  yourhe  pledged, 
let  him  decide — we  scorn  to  parley  with  inferiors. 

Wei.  Ay,  to  the  governor  ;  for  if  before  l  merited  his 
praise,  thy  capture  will  insure  his  lasting  favour.  And 
think  you  he  will  wait  for  written  proof  on  evidence 
like  thine?  No— it  will  quicken  his  resentment;  and 
in  thy  presence,  now,  this  very  hour,  by  marriage,  or 
another  dreaded  circumstance,  I  shall  look  down  and 
smile  on  fallen  Daran. 

Ale.  Marriage  with  thee  • 

Dar.  Impossible !  For,  even  if  Romanofi  should 
not  come  forth - 

Ale.  Nay  ;  if  he  were,  and,  by  his  foes  unknown, 
should  proffer  me  his  hand,  would  I  accept  it,  at  the  risk 
of  plunging  him  in  greater  ills  ?  No !  hapless  Ro¬ 
manoff,  I  have  enough  involved  thee. 

Dar.  [Apart  to  Alexina.]  Another,  then,  another  may 
be  found,  who,  at  the  last  extremity,  would  dare  pre¬ 
sume — [Eyeing  Alexina  with  great  emotion,  who  stands 
trembling.]  Nay,  may  you  never  be  reduced  to  hear. the 
harsh  proposal ;  but,  if  you  should,  and  there  remain  no 
other  hope  of  snatching  you  from  tyrant  power,  by 
heaven  and  earth,  he  swears,  that,  on  the  instant  that 
the  solemn  rites  are  past,  he’ll  fly  for  ever  to  some  dis¬ 
tant  land,  and  die  contented  in  the  thought,  that  he  has 
left  the  best  of  daughters  and  the  father  free  to  adopt 
what  freedom  may  suggest. 

Ale.  [Pausing.]  How — how  can  I  reply  ? 

Dar.  Not  now',  not  now  ;  wait  till  the  governor 
decides. 

Wei.  [11-/10  has  overheard.]  1  hear,  thou  artful,  thou 
designing  villain  !  [Turn  Guards  seize  Daran. 

Dar.  [Trying  to  break  from  them.]  Villain  !  from  thee ! 

Ale.  Nay;  his  own  guilty  conscience  torments  him. 

Dar.  That  only  dw ells  within  the  virtuous  breast — the 
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guilty  have  no  conscience  ;  fear,  coward  fear,  is  all  they 
feel ;  and,  coward  like,  they  should  be  awed  and  driven 
to  submission.  But  to  calm  thee  ;  come — and  no  anxious 
lingering  looks.  [Alexina  is  looking  at  the  gates  of  the 
citadel .]  Hope,  hope — hope  the  best. 

[ Exeunt  Weizien ,  Yermack ,  Alexina,  Daran ,  and 
Guards,  at  the  citadel  gates,  c. 

SCENE  II. — An  Apartment  in  the  Governor's  House — 
large  folding-doors  open,  c.  F.,  through  which  is  seen  a 
splendid  Ball-Room — a  small  table  and  chair. 

Enter  Governor,  l.,  and  Four  Servants,  carrying  a  large 
ebony  case,  highly  decorated  with  silver,  and  standing  on 
low  silver  cluws — they  place  it  in  the  centre  of  the  apart¬ 
ment. 

Gov.  So,  put  it  down  and  leave.  [Exeunt  Servants,  l.] 
Upon  my  word,  very  handsome  !  and  yet,  somehow,  I 
don’t  like  that  glittering  foppish  outside — it  looks  as  if 
there  were  no  good  within — and,  like  the  true  fop’s  head, 
I  fear  it  has  a  hollow,  empty  sound.  [Raps  against  it .] 
No,  something  is  in  it !  and,  what’s  very  odd,  something 
that  moves — and  now  [Putting  his  ear  close  to  it. •],  if  I 
hear  right — psha  !  it  cannot  be — yes,  something  that 
breathes.  Wheugh!  as  if  my  old  maiden  sister  would 
bequeath  a  living  being  for  a  marriage  portion.  Con¬ 
fusion  !  this  is  some  deep-laid  stratagem — of  whose? 
Perhaps  of  Calmar’s,  or  of  Romanoff’s  ?  And  how  to 
ascertain  ?  I  have  it — if  Calmar’s,  by  counterfeiting  Ca¬ 
tharine’s  voice.  [Raps  again.']  Why  don’t  you  answer  ? 
[Imitating  Catharine’s  voice.]  ’Tis  one  who  has  long 
expected  you — ’tis  I — ’tis  Catharine. 

Ser.  [Within  the  case.]  I  hear;  but  where’s  the  go¬ 
vernor  ?  the  old  Siberian  crab  ? 

Gov.  [Still,  in  Catharine’s  voice.]  He’s  busy,  cross- 
examining  a  knave. 

Ser.  Then  I’ll  come  out  of  this  hot,  suffocating - 

Gov.  [Still  in  Catharine’s  voice.]  Stop,  not  yet.  [Taking 
a  padlock  off  table,  R.]  There.  [Fixing  the  padlock  on  the 
case,]  Now,  you  infernal  villain!  [In  his  own  voice.] 
now  come  out ;  and,  to  prevent  your  being  cooled.  I’ll 
keep  you  in  a  place  where  the  thermometer’s  above  a 
hundred.  I’ll  stew’  him  in  the  vapour-room  !  and  see 
myself — 

[He  is  going  out,  and  putting  the  key  of  the  padlock  in  a 
side;  pocket,  ivhen — 
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Enter  a  Servant,  L.,  with  a  dress  hanging  on  his  arm ,  and, 
coming  against  him,  the  Governor  drops  the  key ,  unseen 
by  either  of  them. 

Gov.  What  now,  sir  ?  what  do  you  want? 

Serv.  I  was  going  to  take  this  masquerade  dress  to 
Baron  Altradoff’s— the  one  your  lordship  chose  for  him, 
that  of  a  French  abb&,  my  lord. 

Go v.  Very  well ;  then  take  it,  and  when  he  has  made 
himself  an  abbe,  tell  him  l  have  something  to  communi¬ 
cate,  and  that  with  or  without  dancing,  [Speaking  loudly, 
and  close  to  the  case.]  Catharine  shall  be  this  night 
Baroness  Altradoff.  [ Exit  Servant,  c.]  That’s  one  mode 
of  giving  you  a  warm  reception  :  and  for  the  other,  I’ll 
make  the  vapour-room  too  hot  to  hold  you.  [Exit,  L. 

Enter  Baron  Altradoff,  c.  f.,  with  the  dress  upon  his 
arm,  without  seeing  the  case. 

Alt.  Holloa !  here  I  am,  governor,  and  certainly  quite 
anxious  for  the  marriage,  because,  like  other  authors, 
though  I’m  allowed  no  credit  in  critical  publications, 
there  are  books  in  which  I  have  been  allowed  too  much 
credit ;  and  therefore,  having  put  on  this  abbe’s  dress — 
[ Treading  on  the  key.]  How  !  a  key  ! — of  what  ?  [Taking 
it  up.]  No  matter — unless  it  were  the  key  that  would 
disclose  to  me,  who,  luckily,  am  not  in  love,  but  most 
unluckily  am  deep  in  debt,  whether  by  marriage  I  shall 
own  a  golden  statue,  or  be  nick-named  “  the  old  maid’s 
golden  calf” — whether — [Turning,  and  seeing  the  case.] 
What's  that?  oh,  lord!  he,  he,  he!  [ Tittering .]  and 
this — [Holding  up  the  key.]  what’s  this,  and  who  ?  [Look¬ 
ing  round.]  Suppose,  since  I  am  just  alone,  I  just  could 
look  before  I  leap — I  will.  [Trembling,  and  rousing  him¬ 
self.]  I  will — [Putting  down  his  dress ,  and  going  close  to 
the  case.]  And,  if  no  treasure,  I  will  have  no  wife. 

[Ope?is  the  padlock  with  great  haste  and  flurry. 
Ser.  [In  the  case,  coughing  loudly.]  Ahem! 

Alt.  [In  great  alarm,  moving  towards  L.  first  e.]  Who’s 
there?  [Looking  out.]  The  governor?  [The  door  of  the 
case  flies  open,  and  Servitz  hastily  coines  out  and  gets  be¬ 
hind  it,  unseen  by  Altradoff.]  Psha!  ’twas  mere  fancy — 
and  so,  swift,  quick,  on  tip-toe  I  will  peep. 

[  Putting  one  foot  on  the  case,  and  his  head  in  it. 
Ser.  [Shutting  the  door ,  and  fastening  him  in.]  And 
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pay  for  peeping — hush  !  not  a  word,  or  I  will  expose 
you  to  the  governor. 

Gov.  [  Without ,  l.]  This  way,  all  of  ye,  this  way  ! 
Ser.  Now,  fortune,  but  for  one  favour  more. 

[ Taking  up  the  abhe’s  dress,  mask,  fyc.,  arid  stepping  be- 
hind  the  folding -doors,  c. 


Enter  the  Governor,  Catharine,  and  two  Servants ,  l. 

Cat.  Nay,  pray  keep  your  temper,  uncle. 

Gov.  I  will  keep  my  temper,  niece,  for  if  I  lose  it, 
where  shall  I  get  a  better  ? — And  since  all’s  exactly  as 
I  left  it—  [Looking  at  the  case  and  padlock .]  take  that 
false  case  and  its  false  contents — [Catharine  appeals.] 
Nay,  whether  Calmar,  or  that  blockhead,  Servitz — take 
him,  take  him  to  the  vapour-room. 

Cat.  Nay,  it  is  not  Calmar. 

[The  Governor  beckons  the  Servants  to  take  up  the  case. 

Alt.  [Within.']  Holloa!  ’tis  Baron  Altradofl  ! 

Gov.  [Puzzled.]  The  baron  ! 

[Servitz  advances  in  the  abba’s  dress,  with  a  mask  on, 

from  behind  the  door,  c. 

Ser.  [Imitating  Altradoff’s  voice  and  coxcombical  man¬ 
ner .]  Baron  !  that’s  very  likely  ! — Away  with  him! 

Gov.  Away  with  him!  [Exit  Servants  with  the  case, 
r.  s.  E.]  Impostor!  rascal! — And  now,  my  dear  Baron, 
look.  [Pointing  after  the  case.]  Who’s  now  conferring 
obligations  ? 

Ser.  [Still  imitating  Altradoff.]  You,  my  dear  go¬ 
vernor — they  cannot  say  you  are  ungrateful  now.  [Shak¬ 
ing  hands  with  the  Governor.]  And  for  the  lady,  don’t 
you  trouble  yourself  about  her — leave  me  to  manage  that 
concern.  Madam,  my  fair - 

[ Trying  to  catch  Catharine’s  attention,  and  make  her 
know  him. 

Cat.  Stand  off,  sir !  you  may  torment,  but  cannot 
force  me  into  marriage. 

Gov.  But  I  can,  and  will  force  you ;  and  I  won’t  go 
out  of  this  room  till  you  go  out  of  it — out  of  that  door. 
[Music  within,  c.  d.]  The  ball’s  begun  ! 

Ser.  And  see,  the  dancers  come  this  way.  Now  for’t. 
[Dancing.]  Only  give  me  your  hand,  sweet  Catharine. 

Gov.  [To  Catharine.]  Take  it  this  instant,  or  by  all 
that’s - 

Cat.  Well,  in  the  dance,  but  never  as  a  wife. 
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Ser.  [To  the  Governor ,  and  pointing  his  toe.]  You’ll 
see>  [ Dance — Music  renewed. 

Enter  several  Masks,  dancing  through  the  folding  doors — 
Catharine ,  Governor,  and  Servitz  fall '  into  the  group 
and  join  in  the  country-dance — Servitz  is  seen  in  some 
part  of  the  figure  trying  to  explain  to  Catharine,  and  at 
length  succeeds — Catharine  then  dances  with  great 
spirit,  also  Servitz,  and  the  Governor,  who  observes 
them — Servitz  then  chassis  up  to  the  Governor  with 
Catharine,  showing  his  success — the  Governor  turns 
them  with  great  glee — Servitz  and  Catharine  dance  off, 
r.,  the  Dancers  following — the  Governor  in  ecstasy  keeps 
footing  it,  and  looking  on  the  ground,  till  Baron  Altra¬ 
doff  comes  down  the  middle  and  in  great  rage  foots  it  op¬ 
posite  to  him — the  Governor  raises  his  head,  and  sees 
the  Baron — they  dance  opposite  each  other  for  a  moment 
or  two. 

Gov.  In  one  word,  where  do  you  come  from  ? 

Alt.  Where,  if  your  servants  had  not  contrived  to  let 
me  out,  I  had  been  stewed  alive  ;  and  instead  of  my 

dancing  off  with  Catharine- - 

Gov.  Somebody  else  has  danced  off  with  her — and  all 
owing  to  your  infernal - 

DUET — Governor  and  Baron  Altradoff. 

Alt.  I  told  you  I  was  in  the  case — 

But,  ’slife !  you  would  not  hear. 

Gov.  I  grant  that  thus  you  hid  your  face, 

But,  zounds  !  how  got  you  there  ? 

Alt.  Dancing  governor — 

Gov.  Peeping  traveller — 

Both.  The  fault  was  yours,  and  only  yours,  I  do  declare. 

Alt.  The  fault’s  in  both,  I  fairly  own. 

And  wrangling  will  not  do — 

Got’.  Why,  fairly,  since  the  bird  is  flown, 

We’d  better  both  pursue. 

Alt.  Graceful  governor  — 

Gov.  Finished  traveller — 

Both.  Thus  I  take  your  hand,  and  now  adieu 

[Exeunt  Baron  Altradoff,  l.,  Governor,  r. 
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SCENE  III, — Outside  of  the  Citadel. 

Enter  Count  Calmar,  r. 

Cal.  ’Tis  strange,  that  yet  there  is  no  news  of  Ser- 
vitz — this  was  the  spot  appointed  for  our  meeting,  and 
his  delay  forebodes  no  prosperous  issue  of  the  enter¬ 
prise.  [ Looking  out ,  L.J  Still,  still  he  comes  not.  Oh, 
would  1  had  ne’er  returned  to  this  devoted  land  !  leagued 
with  another  more  devoted — no,  loved  Spain!  e’en  now 
with  inward  satisfaction  l  recall  each  great  and  glorious 
period  of  thy  history. 

SONG. — Count  Calmar. 

In  days  of  yore,  on  Paira’s  Plain, 

When  haughty  France  encountered  Spain, 

Fortune  awhile  in  equal  balance  held 
The  rage,  the  woes,  the  slaughter  of  the  field. 

But  brave  Castillians,  fired 
By  patriot  zeal,  inspired 
Like  knights  of  old,  impetuous,  wild,  and  free, 
Rushed  on,  and  cried,  for  “  Spain  and  Chivalry.” 

Iri  open  battle, — not  betrayed, 

Proud  Gallia’s  king  was  prisoner  made  ; 

But  Spain,  soon  feeling  for  a  foe  o’erthrown 
Restored  the  captive  monarch  to  his  crown. 

For  brave  Castillians,  fired 
By  courtesy,  inspired 

Like  knights  of  old,  will  die,  ere  tarnished  see 
The  sacred  name3  of  “  Spain  and  Chivalry.” 

Cal.  No,  I’m  resolved  ;  I  will  not  leave  Siberia. 

Enter  Servitz,  l. 

Ser.  Don’t,  don’t,  my  dear  count, — pray  don’t,  with- 
jut  taking  me  with  you  !  For,  look  you,  she  is  now 
snug  and  happy  in  my  habitation  ;  and  you  are  happy  ; 
and  the  Governor  is  happy.  Oh,  I  thought  I  should  lay 
you  all  under  an  obligation  ! 

Cal.  What!  Escaped! 

Ser.  She  has,  out  of  the  Governor’s  hands  ;  but,  as  it 
is  your  business  to  get  her  out  of  Siberia,  away  !  lose 
aot  a  moment !  I’ll  soon  follow'.  And,  when  you’ve 
leisure,  you’ll  inform  the  Duke  of  Courland - 

Cal.  That  I  owe  all  to  your  ingenious  head. 

Ser.  No;  to  my  ingenious  heel.  [Exit  Calmar,  r.] 
And  oh,  my  dear  Servitz  !  as  soon  as  the  duke  has  got 
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you  a  compact  place,  do  you  mind  and  get  a  complete 
wife,  and  not  such  a  one  as  your  cousin  Lobski’s.  No, 
poor  fellow  1  he  was  always  angling  in  troubled  waters. 

SONG. — Servitz. 

Young  Lobski  said  to  his  ugly  wife, 

I’m  off  till  to-morrow,  to  fish,  my  life. 

Says  Mrs.  Lobski,  I’m  sure  you  a’nt, 

But,  you  brute  !  you’re  going  to  galliwant, — 

To  galliwant,  to  galliwant, 

You  brute  !  you’re  going  to  galliwant. 

What  Mrs.  Lobski  said  was  right, — 

Gay  Mr.  Lobski  was  out  all  night. 

He  ne’er  went  to  fish,  ’tis  known  very  well, — 

But  where  he  went,  I  shall  not  tell. 

I  shall  not  tell,  &c. 

Next  morning  Mr.  Lobski  knew 

He  had  caught  no  fish,  so  he  bought  a  few  ; 

Thinks  he,  my  wife  won’t  smell  the  plot. 

And  she  will  bite,  though  the  fish  did  not. 

The  fish  did  not,  &c. 

When  Lobski  to  his  spouse  drew  near, 

Says  she,  “  What  sport  have  you  had,  my  dear  ?” 

“  The  river,”  says  he,  u  is  full  of  rats, 

So,  I’ve  only  brought  you  a  dozen  of  sprats.” 

A  dozen  of  sprats,  &c. 

“  A  dozen  of  sprats,  base  man  !”  says  she  ; 

“  Wbat,  catch  in  the  river  the  fish  of  the  sea  1 
You  may  throw  a  long  line,  Mr.  Lobski,  I  know. 

But,  ’tis  clear,  you  can  draw  a  much  longer  bow.” 

Much  longer  bow,  &c. 

Let  all  men,  who  are  frail  in  flesh, 

Observe  salt  water  is  not  fresh  ; 

For  wives  their  husbands  will  condemn, 

Who  think  with  sprats  to  gudgeon  them. 

To  gudgeon  them,  &c.  [fsx/f,  l. 

SCENE  IV. — The  Court-Yard  of  the  Citadel — a  semi¬ 
circular  wall  at  the  back,  with  spikes  upon  it — gates,  c., 
and  a  gate,  L. 

Alexina  discovered  lying  on  the  ground — Count  Ulrick 
watching  over  her,  r.  c. 

Ulr.  Look  up!  revive!  revive,  my  Alexina !  it  is  thy 
father  calls — after  an  absence  tedious  as  severe,  is  this 
our  meeting  ? 
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Ale.  [Half  reviving.]  Who’s  there?  my  husband  ? 

[  Returning  to  her  former  posture. 

Ulr.  Again  !  her  husband  !  mighty  heaven !  what 
has  happened  ? 

Enter  Sedona,  through  the  gate ,  l. 

Ulr.  Speak — have  you  heard,  Sedona  ? 

Sed.  I  have  :  she  has  procured  your  pardon,  but  not, 
as  we  believed  and  hoped,  by  favour  of  your  sovereign — • 
no,  but  on  terms  so  dreadful,  so  distressing — that  mon¬ 
ster,  Lowenstein,  to  part  her  for  ever  from  the  man  she 
loved,  menaced  instant  vengeance  on  you  both,  unless 
by  marriage - 

Ulr.  He  did  not,  dare  not ! 

Sed.  He  did  :  and  now,  within  this  hour,  she  was  led 
forth,  a  victim,  to  the  altar,  and  willingly  enslaved  her¬ 
self  to  give  her  father  freedom. 

Ale.  [ Starting  up  and  coming  forward .]  Hear  that! 
my  father  free!  did  I  not  tell  you  the  proud  hour  would 
come,  when  thus  I  should  be  more  than  recompensed  ! 
You  turn  away  !  I  have  not  sacrificed  myself  to  him 
they  destined  for  my  husband — no,  I  am  the  wife  of 
Daran. 

Ulr.  Of  Daran  ! 

Ale.  Of  him  who,  seeming  to  be  your  foe,  has  proved 
your  warmest  friend,  and  now,  as  hitherto,  has  not 
deceived  me;  for  the  dread  nuptials  past,  he  vanished, 
never  to  be  seen  again  ;  and  now,  when  naught  is  want¬ 
ing  but  my  parents’  blessing,  is  that  to  be  denied  me  ? 

Ulr.  (r.c.)  [Still  turning  away.]  We,  your  destroy¬ 
ers  !  as  well  clasp  those  who’d  take  away  your  life. 

Ale.  [ Getting  between  them ,  c.]  You  gave  it  me  ! 

Ulr.  [Embracing  her.]  But  sacrificed,  and  vainly  sa¬ 
crificed  ;  for  they  who  had  the  heart  to  proffer  pardon 
on  such  terms,  will  glory  in  withholding  it.  [Music  heard 
at  the  back ,  c.]  And  see,  they  come  to  torture,  not  to 
spare ! 

[The  great  gates  are  thrown  open ,  and  discover  the  river 
Tybol  and  the  City. 

Enter  the  Governor,  c.,  followed  by  six  Officers  and 

Soldiers — the  Soldiers  form  across  the  back,  R.  and  L., 

with  a  banner ,  and  Officer  at  the  head  of  each  party. 

Ale.  (r.  c.)  [To  the  Governor.]  Now,  my  lord,  your 

promise. 
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Gov.  Promise .  what’s  my  promise  ? — Read  that 
paper— [Gives  a  paper.]  And  quickly,  for  I’ve  much  to 
say 

Ale.  [Reading  the  outside .]  “For  the  Governor  of  Si¬ 
beria.'' 

Gov.  Ay,  for  me — read. 

Ale.  [Reads.]  “  On  full  investigation ,  ’ tis  discovered 
that  Ulrich's  banishment  was  caused  by  envious  and  ca¬ 
lumnious  enemies,  and  therefore,  with  the  deed  of  pardon , 
we  make  known  that  Lowenstein  is  punished  by  his  dis¬ 
missal  ;  and  further,  it  is  our  royal  will  that,  with  all 
pomp  and  due  magnificence  of  equipage,  the  best  of  daugh¬ 
ters  shall  escort  her  parents  across  those  roads  they  late 
passed  in  poverty  and  sorrow  ;  and  from  ourselves  be  told, 
that  Sweden’s  Conqueror  is  restored  to  all  his  former 
rights — Elizabeth.”  Oh,  blessed  beyond  all  hope! — 
Come,  father,  I’ll  escort  thee.  [Count  Ulrich  bursts  into 
tears.]  How  !  still  e’en  now  desponding  ! — Mother,  what 
more  would  he  require  ! 

Ulr.  Thee,  Alexina  !  and  I  would  ask  of  him,  of 
Lowenstein’s  confederate,  if  lasting  banishment  be  not 
more  welcome,  than  purchased  by  a  daughter’s  ruin? 

Gov.  And  I  would  ask  of  you,  Count  Ulrick,  how  I, 
in  the  deserts  of  Siberia,  could  be  wiser  than  the  Em¬ 
press  and  her  whole  court? — You  were  set  down  as  a 
traitor,  Lowenstein  held  up  as  a  man  of  high  honour, 
and  the  case  being  exactly  reversed,  what  think  you  of 
my  situation  ? — Romanoff  sha’nt  marry  the  daughter  of  a 
villain,  and  can’t  marry  the  daughter  of — no  [Half  cry¬ 
ing.],  I  wish  he  could,  just  that  one  of  my  marriages 
might  take  place. 

Ale.  Oh,  if  a  little  hour  ago  you  had  but  hinted  at 
this  wish,  what  sorrow  had  been  saved  us !  I  pressed 
you  but  to  pause. 

Gov.  I  know  it;  butone  comfort — your’s  is  not  one  of 
my  marriages.  Remember,  I  offered  you  a  man  of 
worth,  and  you  yourself  chose  that  dark  villanous - 

Ale.  He  is  no  villain!  [Sedona  expresses  doubt.]  No, 
mother,  no  ;  though  love  for  Romanoff  may  fill  my  heart, 
still  there  is  room  for  gratitude  to  Daran  ! 

Gov.  Don’t  talk  of  Daran  ;  for,  while  he  thought  him¬ 
self  the  husband  of  a  poor  exile’s  daughter,  he  meant  to 
leave  her  to  her  fate ;  but  now  his  father  is  restored  to 
rank,  and  Lowenstein  dismissed,  he  comes  to  claim  his 
lawful  wile,  and  either  profit  largely  by  his  marriage, 
bear  her  over  to  his  native  shores. 
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Ale.  He  !  Daran  !  I’ll  not  believe  it. 

Go v.  I  know  it,  I  can  prove  it — for  at  the  gates  he 
met  yon  officers,  and  having  learnt  from  them  the  wel¬ 
come  tidings,  exultingly  he  cried,  “  Now,  Alexina,  let 
me  fly  to  claim  thee.” 

Sed.  He  cannot  be  so  base  ! 

Ale.  No — fear  not,  mother. 

Dor.  [  Without ,  behind  the  great  gates,  c.]  Where  is 
my  wife  ?  where  is  my  Alexina? 

Ale.  ’Tis  he,  ’tis  Daran  !  Oh,  father,  let  us  hence  ! 
No — rather  let  me  call  forth  all  my  resolution,  and,  by  a 
prompt  and  forcible  appeal - 

Enter  Romanoff,  at  the  gates,  c.,  no  longer  disguised  as 
Daran ,  but  in  his  own  dress. 

Ale.  How,  Romanoff!  At  once  it  flashes  on  my  mind, 
at  once  it  strikes  conviction  !  My  life,  my  lord,  my  hus¬ 
band  !  [Runs  to  him— they  embrace. 

Rom.  Thy  husband,  Alexina,  who  long  has  panted  for 
this  hour,  when  thus  he  might  throw  off  the  dark  dis¬ 
guise  which  Lowenstien  compelled  him  to  assume ;  but 
since  that  despot  can  no  longer  tyrannize,  here,  in  my 
uncle’s  presence,  I  avow,  that  e’en  from  you  I  have 
concealed  my  purpose,  because  your  own  and  your 
father’s  life  depended  on  concealment.  You  know,  as 
Romanoff,  I  doomed  you  to  destruction — as  Daran  only, 
I  involved  myself ;  and  as  both,  as  lover  and  as  friend, 
I  claim  my  wdshed-for  prize. 

Gov.  So — one  of  my  marriages  has  taken  place! 
And,  look  you,  nephew,  you  don’t  know  what  you  have 
relieved  me  from  :  ’tis  all  very  well  to  fly  out,  and  lay 
the  blame  on  others  ;  but  it  is  sad  work  to  be  in  a  pas¬ 
sion  with  oneself. 

Ulr.  [To  Sedona,  pointing  to  Alexina  and  Romanoff .] 
This,  this  repays  us  ! 

Enter  Servitz,  followed  by  Catharine  and  Count 

Calmar,  l. 

Ser.  I  come,  my  lord,  on  the  part  of  another  married 
couple— -Count  Calmar  and - 

Cat.  [ Advancing .]  And  his  Countess,  uncle. 

[Cresses  to  him. 

Gov.  You,  you  also  not  married  into  Prince  Lowen- 
stein’s  family !  Give  me  your  hand  ;  I  am  most  happy 
to  inform  you  the  real  Moscow  legacy  is  arrived,  and  it 
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contains  treasure  to  an  enormous  amount !  That  it  was 
not  to  be  opened,  because  your  aunt,  having  long  suf¬ 
fered  by  a  life  of  celibacy,  wished  to  hurry  you  into  a 
state  of  matrimony,  and  she  certainly  chose  a  right 
mode  ;  for  if  curiosity  were  not  the  most  stimulating  of 
all  passions,  [ In  a  half  whisper .]  I  say,  how  came  I  to 
know  all  these  particulars  ?  So,  prepare  the  escort ;  and 
henceforth  let  no  man  address  me  by  the  title  of  Si¬ 
beria’s  Governor;  no — call  me  Alexina’s  uncle. 

Rom.  And  henceforth  let  none  say  the  days  of  chi¬ 
valry  are  gone.  No — Alexina  has  revived  them. 

FINALE. 

Cat.  Though  care  has  pursued  us  throughout  the  long 
year, 

And  filled  us  with  dismay, 

The  sun  shall  now  shine,  and  the  clouds  disappear, 
All  be  bright  and  gay. 

Chorus.  Though  care,  &c. 

Cal.  May  heaven,  then,  long  most  propitiously  shine  ! 
No  danger  may  they  prove  ; 

May  laurels  the  brow  of  the  hero  entwine. 
Rewarding  filial  love. 

Chorus.  Though  care,  &c. 

Gov.  May  joy  and  may  mirth  through  the  nation  re¬ 
sound  ; 

May  peace  unceasing  reign  ! 

The  Exile,  to  all  spreading  pleasure  around, 
Here,  here  his  pardon  gain  ! 

Chorus.  Though  care,  &c. 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Officers.  Banners.  Soldiers.  Soldiers.  Banners.  Officers. 

Six  Officers. 

Sed.  Ulrick.  Ale.  Rom.  Gov.  Cath.  Calmar.  Ser, 

[L. 


THE  END. 


